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( CAMELS  SUIT  ME  \ 
J BETTER  ALL  WAYS. 
THE Y TASTE  SO  GOOD 
—THEY  SMOKE  SO 
( MILO  AND  COOL! 


I SMOKED 
MANY  DIFFERENT 
BRANDS  AND 
COMPARED— IT'S 
CAMELS  WITH  ME 


CAMELS 
ARE  THE 
'CHOICE  OF 
EXPERIENCE1 
WITH  ME/ 


IVE  TRIED 
OTHER  BRANDS 
NOTHING  SUITS 
MY’T-ZONE' 
LIKE  A CAMEL/ 


RODEO 

BRONC-RIDING  STAR 


HOLDER  OF  NATIONAL 
WOMEN'S  FISHING  RECORDS 


INTERNATIONAL 
10-GOAL  POLO  STAR 


TABLE-TENNIS 

STAR 


T -for  Taste... 
T {hr  Throat. 

That's  your 
proving  ground  Tor 
any  ogpretiv. 

See  ff  Camels  don't- 
suit  your"T-Zone 

, »w/ 

-to  a T. 


T-Zo 


Zet  y± 


tell yt 


our 


one 


ou 


R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company.  Winston-Salem.  N.  C. 

• All  over  America,  the  story’s  the 
same!  With  smoker  after  smoker 
who  has  tried  and  compared  differ- 
ent brands  of  cigarettes.  Camels  are 
the  “Choice  of  Experience”! 

Try  Camels  in  your  “T-Zone” — 
that’s  T for  Taste  and  T for  Throat 
— and  you’ll  see  why!  Compare 
Camels  for  rich,  full  flavor;  for 
mild,  cool  smoking  — and  you’ll 
agree  with  the  millions  of  smokers 
who  say  Camels  suit  them  to  a “T”! 
Let  your  own  experience  tell  you 
why  more  people  are  smoking 
Camels  than  ever  before! 


According  too  Nationwide  survey: 

More  Doctors  Smoke  Camels 

THAN  ANY  OTHER  CIGARETTE 

When  113,597  doctors  from  coast  to  coast  were  asked  by  three 
independent  research  organizations  to  name  the  cigarette  they 
smoked,  more  doctors  named  Camel  titan  any  other  brand!  . - 
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Pure  Food 
Restaurant 

1 1 WEST  BROAD  STREET 

Clean 

Quick 

r # 

Cou  rteous 

SERVICE 

ALWAYS 

OPEN 

Phone  . . . 

Bethlehem  7-4211 


“I  also  installed  tasting  equipment 
so  he  could  enjoy  Dentyne  Chewing  Gum!” 


“Wire  me  for  sound,  and  I’ll  tell  the  world  — 
Dentyne’s  delicious!  With  each  mechanical 
munch  and  muscle,  I really  enjoy  Dentyne’s 
refreshing,  long-lasting  flavor!  Dentyne  is 
keen  chewing  gum!  Helps  keep  teeth- white, 
smiles  bright!” 

Dentyne  Gum— Made  Only  By  Adams 


L I P K O 1 S 
GULF  SERVICE 

Towing,  Gas,  Oil 
Lubrication,  Washing 
and  Auto  Repairing 

24  Hour  Service 

BROADWAY  and  CARLTON  AVE. 
Phone  6-9384 


Rader's 
Brau  Haus 

—Let  us  cater  to  your 
private  party. 

428  West  Broad  Street 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 


CALL... 

A 

YELLOW  CAB 

Penn  Coat  and 

7-5856 

Apron  Supply  Co. 

RADIO  DIRECTED 

"WHY 

Truck  Rentals  - Car  Rentals 

BUY 

209  Northampton 

WHEN 

WE 

SUPPLY" 

HOBBIES 

Table  Linens 

PLANES 

Bed  Linens 

RAILROADS 

and  Coats 

BOATS 

PHOTOGRAPHY 

Phone  . . . 

620  North  New  Street 

Allentown  7319 

Phone  8-1662 
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GOOD  BETWEEN  MEAL 
SNACKS 

— Try  Our  Donuts  — 

KRICKS  BAKERY 

445  ADAMS  STREET 


Horning's  Atlantic 
Service  Station 

Five  Points 

LUBRICATION 

CAR  WASHING 

POLISHING 

Lee  Tires  - Exide  Batteries 
and  Accessories 

6 - 9 3 7 9 


MILLER 

MOTOR  CO. 

BUICKS  . . . GMC  TRUCKS 

SALES  and  SERVICE 

325  West  Broad  Street 
Bethlehem 
Phone  7-5038 


Inside  The  Goblet 


Lockjaw  suffered  when  he  was  15  is  credited  by  CHARLES 
JOHN  MORAVEC,  University  news  editor,  as  being  the  tonic 
which  transformed  him  from  a weak,  lazy  lad  into  an  energetic 
young  man  able  to  work  long  hours  with  little  sleep  and  always 
ready  for  a discussion  on  almost  any  Lehigh  campus  subject. 
He  claims  he  is  sticking  his  neck  out  in  his  predictions  on  page 
eight,  but  thinks  that  three  other  articles  in  national  magazines 
next  month  will  convince  readers  that  Lehigh  is  the  capital  of 
amateur  wrestling  in  America.  THE  GOBLET  is  happy  to  join 
VARSITY,  SPORTVUE,  and  CAMPUS  PARADE  in  presenting 
Lehigh's  drum  beater's  views. 

He  is  a graduate  of  Albright  College,  class  of  1937,  where 
he  served  as  the  firs!-  publicity  director  for  two  years  before 
coming  to  Lehigh.  He  is  a member  of  Pi  Delta  Epsilon,  Tau 
Kappa  Alpha,  Sigma  Tau  Delta,  the  American  College  Public 
Relations  Association,  the  Infantry  Association,  and  serves  on 
various  faculty-studen r committees  at  Lehigh. 


CORNELIUS  H.  "SWEDE"  LINDHOLM  is  speaking  of  a 
familiar  subject  in  his  "WRESTLING  TODAY"  on  page  13.  He 
was  an  Eastern  Wrestling  Association  champ  during  his  career 
as  a Lehigh  matman,  and  since  his  graduation  with  a B.S.  in 
C.E.  has  kept  up  his  Interest  in  the  sport.  Twenty-two  years  old, 
five  seven  and  weighing  1 42  pounds,  he  has  coached  wrestling 
at  the  Teaneck.  N.  J.  high  school  for  the  last  two  years.  Em- 
ployed by  Socony-Vacuum,  he  works  two  hours  or  so  every 
evening  with  his  husky  thirty-five  man  squad,  whom  he  says 
are  "doing  well  this  year."  He  helped  to  organize  the  Bergen 
County  Interscholastic  Wrestling  League;  the  only  one  this  side 
of  the  Missippi.  "Swede,"  who  also  had  lots  of  fun  in  soccer 
and  baseball  while  at  Lehigh,  has  done  anything  but  forget  the 
Alma  Mater.  An  almost  religious  admirer  of  Billy  Sheridan, 
he  stated  to  us  that  "above  all  other  things,  I'm  an  ardent  Le- 
high mat  fan."  Like  many  another  alumnus,  "Swede"  is  begin- 
ning to  build  up  a reputation  of  his  own. 


A native  of  Bethlehem,  SALLY  WOODHULL,  whose  LADY  AT 
LEHIGH  apears  on  page  23,  attended  Bethlehem  public  schools 
and  Liberty  High  School,  where  she  worked  on  the  school 
pacer,  the  LIBERTY  LIFE.  At  the  present  time,  Sally  is  a Junior 
at  the  Universitv  of  North  Carolina  at  Chapel  Hill,  majoring  in 
journalism.  At  North  Carolina  she  is  a reporter  on  the  TAR- 
HEEL and  advertising  make-up  director  foi*  the  CAROLINA 
MAGA|NE.  Sally's  story  in  this  issue  is  about  her  impressions 
of  South  Mountain  life  during  the  past  summer  semester.  One 
of  the  girls  who  braved  the  heat  and  the  long  mountain  climb 
to  get  some  mere  education,  Sally  went  to  Lehigh  last  summer 
in  order  to  take  Journalism  22  being  taught  by  Hayden  Nor- 
wood, who  was  her  boss  during  two  summers  of  work  at  the 
Bethlehem . office  of  the  AlLENTOWN  MORNING  CALL. 

Sally  is  a member  of  the  honorary  literary  society  at  the 
University  of  North  Cirolina  and  also  a pledge  in  Pi  Beta  Phi 
sorority.  Interested  in  Y.W.C.A.  work,  she  handles  the  pub- 
licity for  the  "Y"  at  school  and  was  once  a counselor  at  a 
local  "Y"  camp.  Camping  is  one  of  her  many  interests.  When 
she  finishes  college,  Sally  would  like  to  do  either  newspaper, 
magazine,  cr  publicity  work. 


Good  Food  speaks  the  languge 
everyone  understands 

WHERE? 

CLAUSE'S  AMERICAN 
RESTAURANT 

627  Main  Street 

WHEN? 

11:00  a.m.  - 7:30  p.m.  Daily 


STUART  E.  STERN,  48,  is  responsible  for  the  skilled  photog- 
raphy on  the  lest  two  GOBLET  covers.  A journalism  major,  he 
plans  to  enter  either  public  relations  work  or  avertising  after 
graduation,  and  alreadv  is  doing  free-lance  camera  work.  With 
three  years  of  A.  A.  F.  under  his  belt,  Stu  is  here  on  the  G.  I. 
bill,  which,  with  h^s  free-lance  work  and  his  wife,  he  finds  suf- 
ficient to  finance  his  education.  Born  in  1925  in  Jenkintown, 
Penr.a.,  he  came  to  Lehigh  in  June  '46.  An  old  standby  on  the 
Brown  and  White,  he  has  been  Photo  Editor  and  staff  writer, 
and  now  is  Promotion  Manager.  He  has  none  of  the  "big 
wheel"  characteristics,  and  is  a member  of  only  two  other 
campus  organizations — Pi  Delta  Epsilon,  honorary  Journalism  fra- 
ternity; and  the  Lehigh  Chapter  of  the  A.V.C. 
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"Home"  to  Returning  Lehigh  Men 

HOTEL  BETHLEHEM 

Tap  Room. ..Coffee  Shop 

AIR  CONDITIONED 

Cocktail  Lounge  . . . "The  Candlelight  Room" 

For  Reservations  — Telephone  Bethlehem  7-3711 


2. 


WHY 

Because  MOWRER'S  MILK 
is  pasteurized,  clarified  and 
homogenized. 

1 

LET 

Lrt  .MlWtfP 

Because  MOWRER'S  add 
"Vitamin  D"  to  their  Homo- 
genized Milk. 

( 

[ 

jj  BE 

Because  MOWRER'S  Vita- 
min D Homogenized  Milk  is 
creamy,  full  bodied,  pleas- 
ing to  the  palate  and  nour- 
ishingly  satisfying. 

YOUR 

milkman| 

—11 

Phone  7-5804 

for  Delivery  or 
ask  your 
favorite  dealer 

4.  Because  MOWRER'S  Vita- 
min D Homogenized  Milk 
comes  to  you  packaged  as 
you  like  it — in  our  new 
Handi  Square,  space  saving, 
easy  to  handle  glass  con- 
tainer. 

5.  Because  MOWRER'S  Vita- 
min D Homogenized  Milk  is 
an  all  family,  all  purpose  milk 
packaged  and  delivered  for 
your  convenience  in#  our 
new  Handi  Square  leak- 
proof  glass  container. 
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Ivy  and  Chestnuts 


There  was  a crash  of  glass  in  the 
new  Goblet  office  and  Happy  Hank, 
a shell-shocked  lad  we  keep  around 
to  wipe  pens  on.  dug  a two  foot  deep 
foxhole  in  the  concrete  floor.  The 
staff,  gathered  in  a nastily  chuckling 
group  around  the  Exchange  Editor, 
wrho  had  just  received  the  latest  issue 
of  the  “'Limp  Rivet”  looked  up  just 
in  time  to  see  a wad  of  banana  peels 
hit  their  Editor  line)  in  the  mouth. 
A hunched,  furry  figure  bounced 
through  the  broken  window  and  we 
knew  that  damned  monkey  was  back. 

“Good  old  Gus,”  I chuckled  lame- 
ly, as  he  grabbed  a bottle  labeled 
“printer's  ink"’  and  slugged  down  a 
snort.  “Good  old  Gus.  Glad  to  — ” 

“Shut  up!”  he  yelled,  throwing  the 
empty  bottle  at  a copy  boy  who  was 
trying  to  sneak  out  the  door.  “You 
guys  thought  you  were  pretty  smart, 
didn’t  yez?  Thought  you  were  rid  of 
the  old  monk,  didn’t  yez?  Well,  you 
got  to  get  up  before  breakfast  to  put 
one  over  on  Gus  Goblet!  He  rum- 
maged through  my  desk  bunting  for 
more  bottles. 


“1  don  t know  what  you  mean,”  I 
faltered. 

“Switching  offices!  1 thought  we 
were  still  meeting  in  Kinney’s  Bar. 
Went  down  there  one  night  and 
waited.  Nobody  showed  up.  After 
a while  I went  down  cellar.”  He 
paused  and  gave  me  a leering  wink. 
"There  were  a few  kegs  down  there, 
so  I waited.  1 think  I had  a stroke.” 

“Well?”  I said. 

“Well,  what  month  is  it?” 

“March,”  I said. 

“Holy  smokes!  he  screamed. 
“That  means  you  put  out  an  issue 
without  me  advising!  You  went 
broke,  of  course.  I hear  you  didn’t 
even  print  any  raw  jokes.” 

“We  had  an  unfortunate  experience 
with  a semi-raw  joke.  A young  stu- 
dent got  it  caught  in  his  throat  and 
gagged  to  death.  Now — no  more 
gags-” 

Gus  look  a pull  at  another  bottle. 
“What  kinda  filler  you  got,  then? 
The  Goblet  ain’t  the  Goblet  without 
filler.” 

“Well,  one  of  the  boys  wrote  some 
\er\  snappy  two-line  verses.  Witty 


. . . like  this: 

‘Girls  that  are  toothless 
Are  generally  ruthless’.” 
“Rotten!  Stupid!  Pap!”  he  chat- 
tered, jumping  up  and  down.  “Let’s 
hear  another.” 

“Lehigh’s  enrollment 
Is  out  of  controlment.” 

“Drivel!  Junk!  Besides,  it’ll  get 
you  in  trouble  with  the  administra- 
tion.” He  swigged  at  the  bottle  again 
and  I tried  to  take  it  away  from  him. 
He  slugged  me  across  the  wrist  with 
it.  “Look,  Mac,  this  rot-gut  is  too 
good  for  you  anyway.  Let’s  hear  an- 
other.” 

“The  story  about  Jonah 
Is  a lot  of  balogna.” 

“It  stinks,”  he  snapped.  A thought- 
ful look  crossed  his  wrinkled  pan 
and  he  whispered  something  to  Happy 
Hank,  who  had  come  up  from  the 
foxhole.  Happy  Hank  saluted  and  left 
the  room.  “Any  more  of  the  little 
flawed  gems?”  Gus  queried. 

I cleared  my  throat  and  avoided 
his  eyes.  Hanging  my  head,  I said: 
“People  who  eat  Tutti-F ru itt i 
Usually  aren’t  very  snooty  .” 


SIX 
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“Now  that."  he  sighed,  dabbing  his 
eyes  with  his  furry  tail  and  pretend- 
ing to  weep,  “is  really  touching. 
Heart-rending/’  He  made  a gravelly 
sound  which  I took  to  be  sobbing.  “It 
goes  right  to  me  insides.  Makes  me 
want  to  heave." 

Happy  Hank  came  in  with  a cov- 
ered tray.  Gus  reached  out  and  took 
his  balogna  sandwich.  “Well.  Mil- 
ton,  any  more  epic  poetry?" 

I could  have  said  “Papa  is  happy 
when  Mamma  don’t  scrappy,"  but  I 
decided  not  to.  “No.  . . . But  here’s 
a thing  that  come  addressed  to  ‘Wo- 
men’s Page  Editor.’  We  might  — 


Gus  eyes  lit  up.  “\ou  mean  we 
got  a women’s  page?  That  means  we 
got  women!  He  snaked  his  tail 
around  my  shoulders  affectionately. 
“Okay,  partner,  I take  back  all  I 
said.  Maybe  the  mag  is  improved 
after  all.  Look — I m going  into  me 
private  office.  \ou  send  in  this  wo- 
men’s page  editor." 

He  d almost  made  the  closet  door 
when  I stopped  him.  “Look.  Gus,’"  I 
said.  “Hold  onto  vourself.  You  ve 
been  away  too  long.  There  are  no 
women  on  the  Goblet.  In  fact,  there 
is  no  sex  even — almost.  ” 

He  began  to  pout.  I pleaded.  “I 
just  thought  we  might  do  something 
with  this  publicity  handout  here. 
Some  sharp — uh — humor.” 

“Okay,  four  eyes,  read  it  off.  Tou 
look  sharp  all  right — sharp  as  a meat 
ball.  But  with  more  ham." 

“ ‘Although  the  average  girl  doesn’t 
realize  it,’  I read,  ‘there  is  ample 


time  each  day  to  do  everything  that 
goes  to  make  a complete,  wholesome 
life’.” 

“Ooh.  just  everything,”  he  trilled. 
“Everything,  huh?”  He  mumbled 
something  under  his  breath  and  gig- 
gled. 

“ 'All  that  is  needed  is  a little  plan- 
ning. and  she  can  reduce  her  weight, 
enhance  her  beauty,  and  give  her  life 
a new  — ’ ” 

“Mac.  with  you  around,  this  mag’s 
going  to  fall  as  flat  as  a pro  wrestler. 
What  are  you  calling  this  issue,  bv 
the  way?” 

“It  s sort  of  an  athletic  issue: 
mostly  wrestling.  There  s some  fine 
stuff  by  — - ” 

“Okay,  he  said  briskly.  “I’m  go- 
ing to  get  my  trunks  on.  Have  a photo 
man  here  in  half  an  hour.  We’ll  get 
a shot  for  the  cover.” 

“We  have  a cover,”  I said.  “Billy 
Sheridan’s  on  the  cover.” 

His  voice  became  very  quiet.  “All 
right."  he  said,  “you  don’t  want  me. 
Guys  used  to  like  me.  Now  they  don’t 
even  want  me  on  the  cover — after  my 
stroke.  m\  long  absence,  my  being 
on  the  cover  would  have  been  sure 
fire  publicity.  Well,  I can  take  hints 
as  well  as  the  next  one.  Never  say 
Gus  hangs  on  where  he’s  not  wanted. 
He  shambled  toward  the  window,  and 
I noticed  a trail  of  tears  on  the  floor 
behind  him. 

“Come  back.  Gus."  1 said. 

He  paused,  taking  a pull  at  the  bot- 
tle. “Got  am  more  of  these  laying 
around?”  he  asked. 

“W  hy.  I don’t  think  we  have.  I 
said. 

He  turned,  scrambled  out  the  hole 
in  the  window.  “Plenty  other  mags 
can  use  a good  monk  . . . and  then 
there’s  organ  grinders  ...  or  the  riv- 
er. He  jumped  out  of  sight.  Nobody 
said  anything.  I turned  to  my  desk. 

He  came  back  to  the  window.  “Bv 
the  way,  he  yelled.  “There  11  be  a 
little  twent\  dollar  bill  from  Kinney’s 
for  that  medicinal  beer  I used.  Bet- 
ter sell  some  ads  this  issue.” 

“Okay."  I said.  He  jumped  out  of 


sight.  I turned  to  my  desk  and  be- 
gan to  work  on  advertising.  A bottle 
hit  me  in  the  back  of  the  head. 

“If  you  expect  me  to  stick  around 
and  run  this  magazine,”  Gus  yelled, 
“Order  up  two  cases  of  something 
belter,  before  next  Thursday!”  He 
jumped  out  of  sight.  He  came  back 
to  the  window.  “And  a box  of  cigars.” 

I went  back  to  the  desk  and  sat 
thinking.  Then,  on  a hunch,  I went 
over  and  looked  closelv  at  the  trail 
of  tears.  It  was  drops  from  Gus’s  bot- 
tle. 


A hat  does  the  home-going  student 
do  with  his  week-ends?  Does  he  spend 
it  sitting  in  placid  conversation  with 
his  doting  parents?  If  so.  doesn’t  that 
get  a little  dull?  Just  what  does  he 
do? 

An  advertisement  recently  seen  in 
a Pittsburgh  paper  may  throw'  some 
light  on  the  question.  It  said:  “Two 
Lehigh  students  who  come  home 
weekends  desire  the  company  of 
Pittsburgh  coeds  . . . P.S.  We  own  a 
1947  Buick  convertible. 

Thought  for  this  issue  — If  inter- 
national troubles  keep  up  the  way 
they  are.  we  11  probably  have  a war. 
And  if  we  h ave  a war,  all  civilization 
will  be  destroyed.  And  if  all  civiliza- 
tion is  destroyed,  what’s  to  become 
of  the  Goblet? 


“ What  do  you  MEAN,  when  do  u:e 
wrestle  Cedar  Crest?" 
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He  may  have  been  a callow  fresh- 
man; he  may  have  been  a reaction- 
ary senior.  Anyway,  we  have  eyewit- 
ness testimony  that  the  following 
startling  scene,  a shocking  thing  to 
find  in  a modern,  progressive  institu- 
tion, is  truth.  . . . 

He  went  up  and  stood  at  the  li- 
brary desk  until  the  lad  working 
there  took  notice. 

“Can  I help  you?”  asked  the  min- 
ion. 

“Yes,  I was  hunting  for  some 
books.” 

“Well,  what  books  did  you  want?” 

He  leaned  across  the  desk.  “Could 
you  tell  me  where  they  keep  the  fun- 
ny books?” 


Is  that  amateurish  rag  never  accu- 
rate? We  don't  refer  to  the  Brown 
and  White  (we  know  about  them  al- 
ready), but  to  the  New  York  Times. 
In  the  Sunday,  January  fourth  issue, 
they  ran  a feature  on  college  maga- 
zines, in  which  they  cited  a joke 
printed  both  in  the  Goblet  and  the 
Colgate  Banter.  The  Times  admitted 
doubt  as  to  who  stole  from  whom. 

We  hereby  officially  deny  stealing 
said  joke  from  the  Banter.  We  stole 

it  from  the  Penn  State  Froth. 

* 

The  Times  may  he  inaccurate,  hut 
they  at  least  make  a stab  at  presenting 
news  as  it  should  be.  Look  magazine 
completely  crippled  their  feature  on 
campus  magazines  — the  Goblet 

wasn’t  even  mentioned. 

* * * 

If  one  only  keeps  his  eyes  open, 
he  can  observe  any  number  of 
little  real-life  dramas.  For  instance, 
a student  whom  we  ll  bet  money  was 
an  engineer  gave  a member  of  the 


administration  a little  object-lesson  in 
scientific  method  just  the  other  day. 
It  happened  in  “Faculty  Country”  in 
Lamberton  Hall. 

“A  howl  of  soup,  " said  the  admin- 
istration man,  scanning  the  menu, 
“costs  fifteen  cents.  A cup  of  soup  is 

ten  cents.  Is  there  more  in  a bowl?” 

• 

“I  think  they’re  about  the  same,” 
said  the  student  waiter.  “The  volume 
of  one  of  our  cups  is  just  about  equal 
to  the  volume  of  one  of  the  bowls.” 

The  customer  looked  at  him  sus- 
piciously.  “Then  why  does  a bowl 
of  soup  cost  more?” 

“That  I don  t know.  All  I know 
is  that  the  volume  is  equal.” 

“Give  me  a bowl  of  soup,”  ordered 
the  seated  one. 

In  due  time  a bowl  of  soup  was 
brought  forth  and  served.  The  cus- 
tomer began  to  eat.  A moment  later 
our  student  reappeared  with  an  empty 
bowl  and  a cup  brimful  of  water. 
Without  a word,  he  set  both  on  the 
table.  Silently,  he  poured  the  con- 
tents of  the  cup  into  the  bowl.  It 
filled  it  completely. 

* * *- 

Somebody  saw  John  Wiesel,  50, 
leaning  out  of  an  upper  story  win- 
dow in  Packard,  and  strolled  over. 
He  noticed  that,  from  time  to  time, 
John  puffed  his  cheeks  and  spit  down 
onto  the  sidewalk.  Our  boy  is  a little 
snoopy,  so  he  finally  said:  “Whatza 
matter?  Eat  something  that  don  t 
taste  good?” 

“No,”  said  Wiesel,  unattentively. 
The  wonderer  craned  his  neck  and 
looked  down  at  the  sidewalk.  Noth- 
ing in  particular  down  there,  so  far 
as  he  could  see. 

“Maybe  you’re  trying  to  hit  some- 
thing down  there? 

“No.”  John  began  to  look  a little 
annoyed.  The  other  stood  thinking 
deeply.  Wiesel  spat. 

"Maybe  you  like  to  hear  it  hit  the 
pavement? 

“Not  that  either.”  J.  W.  snapped 
gruffly. 


Finally  the  quizzer  gave  up.  “Then 
just  why  the  heck  are  you  spitting  out 
that  window  for?”  he  burst  out. 

Wiesel  turned  and  eyed  him  for  a 
long,  contemptuous  minute.  “Be- 
cause,” he  said  hitingly,  “I  like  to 
hear  the  echo!” 


We  bought  the  cigars  and  the 
liquor  for  Gus,  but  he’s  still  griping. 
Says  we  can  t put  out  a rag  that’s 
worth  a hoot  in  hell  unless  some  more 
guys  sign  up  to  help  put  it  out.  The 
little  devil  is  absolutely  right,  too. 
What  with  28  page  issues  rolling  off 
the  presses,  somebody  has  to  write 
the  copy. 

Gus  says  that  if  we  need  any  work 
done,  he’s  glad  to  do  it,  but  we  told 
him  that  he  was  at  top  efficiency 
where  he  is — making  a tour  of  Fern 
Sem,  Cedar  Crest,  and  other  institu- 
tions in  search  of  a Women’s  Page 
Editor. 

No  kidding,  though,  we’re  short- 
handed,  so  if  any  of  you  guys  think 
you  can  write,  drop  around  to  Drown 
Hall  some  Thursday  night  at  7 :30. 
We  can  use  men  on  the  business,  ad- 
vertising, and  circulation  depart- 
ments, too.  Jeeze,  what  an  opportun- 
ity! 
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The  i niversity’s  News  Editor  plays  the  role  of  prognosticator  in  an 
article  delving  into  the  rich  history  of  wrestling  at  Lehigh. 

1 Predict  . . . 

by  Charles  J.  Morovec 


"Whatever  you  do,  do  it  quickly!” 

I predict  that  will  be  Billy  Sheridan’s 
last-minute  pep  talk  to  Lehigh  l ni- 
\ersitv  wrestlers  when  they  go  to  the 
mats  in  Grace  Hall  to  defend  the 
Eastern  Intercollegiate  Wrestling  As- 
sociation title  and  to  add  new  laurels 
to  athletic  history.  He  adopted  that 
slogan  as  a lightweight  competitor  in 
Scotland  four  decades  ago  and  claims 
it  has  paid  dividends  in  the  37  years 
he  has  been  on  South  Mountain  cam- 
pus. 

March  12  and  13.  he  w ill  be  tour- 
nament host  to  the  44th  E.  I.  W.  A. 
championships.  Before  he  can  think 
of  any  fishing  trips  he  will  have  to 
he  on  hand  to  answer  questions  for 
the  20th  National  Collegiate  Athletic 
Association  title  bouts  March  19 
and  20. 

Before  analyzing  the  Engineers 
chances  in  the  Easterns,  recognition 
is  in  order  on  this  40th  anniversary 
of  wrestling  at  Lehigh.  The  father  of 
the  mat  sport  on  South  Mountain  is 
James  Carvill  Gorman,  10,  now  pres- 
ident and  treasurer  of  the  Gorman- 
Rupp  Company  in  Manesfield,  Ohio. 

In  the  early  years  of  the  20th  Cen- 
tury, when  Gorman  first  became  in- 
terested in  wrestling,  there  were  few 
amateurs  interested  in  the  sport.  Sci- 
entific professional  wrestling  matches 
were  attended  by  good-sized  crowds 
of  real  wrestling  fans.  Those  were 
the  days  of  Tom  Jenkins  and  Frank 
Gotch,  when  only  holds  as  used  to- 
day in  college  wrestling  were  then 
allowed.  The  burlesque  farce  of  to- 
day’s professional  wrestling  had  not 
appeared. 


Recently  Gorman  has  written  a 
brief  summary  of  the  inception  of 
wrestling  at  Lehigh.  At  17.  he  became 
a member  of  the  Baltimore  Athletic 
Club  after  he  had  learned  they  had 
an  excellent  wrestling  instructor  and 
the  125-pound  amateur  champion  of 
Maryland.  After  a year’s  instruction 
by  these  two  men.  he  entered  the  an- 
nual wrestling  championship  tourna- 
ment and  was  runner-up  in  the  135- 
pound  class. 

After  working  for  five  years,  two 
of  which  were  spent  in  the  Middle 
West,  he  returned  to  prep  school  in 
Baltimore,  and  matriculated  at  Le- 
high in  September  1906.  ‘‘As  my  in- 
terest in  amateur  wrestling  had  not 
waned,”  writes  Gorman,  “I  almost 
immediately  began  searching  for 
those  in  college  who  knew7  anything 
about  wrestling.  Finally.  I located 
Andrew  Brumbaugh  who  was  full- 
back on  the  Lehigh  football  team  that 
beat  Lafayette  in  1909  at  Easton. 

“Although  Brumbaugh  weighed 
about  190  pounds  against  my  160,  we 
did  put  on  several  wrestling  exhibi- 
tions at  smokers  which  gradually  in- 
creased interest  in  the  sport.  As  there 
was  no  wrestling  mat  available,  those 
early  exhibitions  were  put  on  by  us- 
ing gym  mats  tied  together.  These, 
of  course,  were  very  unsatisfactory.’ 

After  the  1909  football  season, 
Gorman  started  his  drive  for  recog- 
nition of  wrestling  in  earnest.  Ten  or 
twelve  students,  interested  in  the  new 
sport,  joined  him  by  contributing  five 
dollars  apiece  toward  the  purchase  of 
a wrestling  mat.  As  this  sum  was  in- 
adequate, Gorman  appealed  for  help 


to  Ur.  Henry  S.  Drinker,  then  pres- 
ident of  the  University.  Prexy  re- 
sponded immediately  with  his  charac- 
teristic interest  and  zeal.  In  turn  he 
solicited  funds  from  John  Fritz,  W.  A. 
Wilbur.  A.  H.  Cleaver,  W.  A.  Lathrop 
and  Charles  L.  Taylor.  A mat  w7as 
secured  and  instruction  of  the  can- 
didates, under  Gormans  tutelage, 
started. 

In  January,  1910,  Gorman  ap- 
proached Professor  Thornburg,  who 
was  then  secretary  of  the  faculty  and 
in  charge  of  athletic  funds,  to  recog- 
nize the  wrestling  team  and  to  ar- 
range some  matches.  “After  much 
persuasive  reasoning,”  writes  Gor- 
man, “he  agreed  to  do  so.  Two 
matches  were  scheduled,  one  with 
Cornell  at  Ithaca,  and  the  other 
against  Navy  at  Annapolis. 

“But  as  I did  not  feel  my  coach- 
ing was  adequate  for  our  team  to 
face  such  worthy  opponents  as  Cor- 
nell and  Navy,  I urged  Professor 
Thornburg  to  provide  funds  to  secure 
a coach.  When  he  informed  me  there 
were  no  funds  available  for  this  pur- 
pose, I again  appealed  to  Dr.  Drink- 
er. Among  the  trustees  and  friends  of 
Lehigh,  he  raised  the  $100  which  I 
informed  him  would  be  necessary  to 
secure  the  services  of  Frank  Lynch,  a 
professional  wrestler  but  a thorough 
gentleman,  from  Baltimore. 

“But  the  $100  raised  by  Dr.  Drink- 
er would  not  have  been  sufficient  had 
not  the  Beta  Theta  Pi  fraternity 
agreed  to  provide  room  and  board  for 
Frank  Lynch,  gratis,  for  the  month 
he  coached  at  Lehigh. 

"Both  meets  were  lost  by  identical 
scores  of  5 to  2.  But  those  men  who 
pioneered  wrestling  at  Lehigh  under 
rather  adverse  circumstances  can  now 
look  back  with  a great  deal  of  pride 
at  the  wonderful  records  of  subse- 
quent wrestling  teams  under  the  most 
able  of  college  wrestling  coaches, 
Billy  Sheridan.” 

The  founder  of  Lehigh  wrestling  is 
waiting  for  results  of  the  Easterns 
while  he  vacations  in  Florida.  Billy 
Sheridan,  the  mat  magician,  has  high 
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hopes  lor  this  year  s edition  of  Le- 
high wrestlers  to  take  the  Eastern 
crown  for  the  13th  time. 

When  asked  for  his  pre-season  an- 
alysis on  the  E.  I.  W.  A.  fight.  Billy 
last  November  said:  “I’m  not  pre- 
dicting an  undefeated  season,  but 
mark  it  down  in  your  little  black 
book  that  Lehigh  will  make  it  tough 
for  any  team  in  the  nation  this  win- 
ter. barring  injuries  and  providing 
every  wrestler  goes  through  final 
scholastic  exams  with  flying  colors.” 

Since  leaving  the  picturesque  Loch 
Lomond  of  his  vouth,  Sheridan’s 
wrestling  teams  here  have  won  188 
dual  meets  from  some  of  the  best 
teams  in  the  nation,  lost  70,  and  tied 
7.  His  mat  wizards  have  copped  51 
Eastern  titles,  five  national  collegiate 
crowns,  and  five  National  A.  A.  U. 
championships.  Three  of  his  boys 
have  represented  the  Lnited  States  in 
Olympic  games.  The  62-year-old 
Bethlehem  school  board  director  is 
shooting  for  one  more  E.  I.  W.  A. 
record.  Then  Lehigh  will  have  all 
possible  honors. 

It  won  t be  achieved  until  Lehigh 
wrestlers  win  12  more  individual 
weight  titles  providing  Cornell  Uni- 
versity does  not  add  to  its  total  of  63 
winners. 

Sheridan  is  confident  that  Lehigh's 
number  will  be  greater  than  51  after 
the  final  bout  on  March  13.  Most 
local  rooters  are  pinning  their  hopes 
on  repeat  performances  by  Pilgrim 
McRaven  and  Ed  Erikson.  After  that 
it  becomes  a guessing  game.  But,  that 
is  what  the  Goblet  editor  asked  me 
to  include  in  this  survey  of  the 
wrestling  picture,  so  here  go  some 
predictions  on  the  Easterns  with  late 
January  qualifications. 

121-POUND  CLASS 

This  is  one  of  the  tough  assign- 
ments. At  this  writing  and  unable  to 
determine  what  weight  juggling  will 
follow  in  the  next  six  weeks,  I’ll  go 
out  on  a limb  and  pick  Lehigh’s  Mc- 
Raven to  retain  his  title  providing  he 
competes  in  this  class.  To  take  this 
title  means  he  must  get  by  Ralph 


Raabe  of  Army,  whom  he  defeated 
last  March  at  Payne  Whitney  gym- 
nasium. li  McRaven  does  not  enter 
this  class,  contenders  for  the  title  will 
be  Bob  Erikson.  a Long  Islander  of 
experience  who  has  been  pinning 
shoulders  to  the  mat  at  Syracuse. 
Don’t  be  surprised  to  find  Norm  Has- 
call  of  \ ale  squeeze  this  title  in  be- 
fore he  gets  bis  sheepskin  as  the  Eli 
mat  captain. 


The  above  photograph,  taken  at 
the  renuest  of  Billy  Sheridan  s 
mother,  has  never  before  been  pub- 
lished. It  shows  him  as  a young  and 
muscular  man,  on  the  eve  of  his  de- 
partin'e in  190H  from  Scotland  to 
Canada.  Surrounding  him  are  his  nu- 
merous trophies. 

128-POUND  CLASS 
Should  McRaven  be  entered  in  this 
division,  he  will  add  this  title  to  his 
collection.  Looking  to  the  1949  mat- 
ches to  be  held  at  Cornell  University, 
1 11  predict  now  that  McRaven  will 
be  the  second  wrestler  in  45  years  of 
the  league’s  existence  to  win  three 
different  weight  titles  in  as  many 
years.  This  distinction  is  now  held  by 
Lehigh's  Harold  Masem.  He  won  the 
135-pound  crown  in  1938,  added  the 
145-pound  title  in  1939,  and  ruled  the 
155-pound  class  in  his  senior  year. 
“Mac”  will  find  this  bracket  no  push- 
over. It  will  be  well  filled  with  rug- 
ged. aggressive  competitors.  If  Mc- 


Raven wins  the  121-pound  title  for 
the  second  straight  year.  Bill  Chand- 
ler of  Navy  and  unbeaten  Pat  Dolan 
of  Dartmouth  will  be  struggling  for 
the  gold  medal.  Joe  Vrana  of  Co- 
lumbia cannot  be  by-passed  so  early 
in  the  season  either. 

136-POUND  CLASS 
Dick  Kelsey  will  be  making  his  in- 
itial appearance  on  the  E.  I.  W.  A. 
championship  mats,  and  on  his  per- 
formances to  date,  he  will  cop  the 
title  if  he  gets  by  Wayne  Smith  of 
Navy.  Coach  Austin  Bishop  will  have 
a strong  competitor  in  Bob  Schell 
who  had  a string  of  seven  victories  to 
his  credit  in  early  season  competition. 
Jim  Mohney,  Eastern  128-pound 
champion  last  year,  has  been  on  the 
injury  sidelines  thus  far.  Coach 
Spiedel  of  the  Nittany  Lions  will  be 
banking  on  him  for  a crown  should 
he  return  to  action  on  the  mats  prior 
to  the  title  bouts. 

145-POUND  CLASS 
One  of  the  most  interesting  battles 
in  Grace  Hall  on  March  12  and  13 
will  be  in  the  145-pound  division. 
Captain  John  Fletcher  of  Navy,  voted 
the  outstanding  competitor  last  year 
by  the  E.  I.  W.  A.  coaches,  will  be 
defending  his  crown.  Remeber,  this  is 
January  and  I consider  Coach  Ray 
Swartz  of  the  Midshipmen  one  of  my 
personal  friends;  but  this  time  I’ll 
throw  sentiment  out  of  the  window. 
Bill  Niewenhous  of  Yale,  brother  of 
Lehigh’s  165-pound  champion  in 
1946,  looks  the  class  in  this  bracket. 
I’m  not  forgetting  that  Captain  Joe 
Golego  of  Franklin  and  Marshall  has 
an  impressive  string  of  dual  meet 
triumphs  to  his  credit.  Since  the 
Merchant  Marine  Academy  will  not 
be  in  the  tournament,  Ed  Barnes  will 
not  be  a threat.  Coach  Joe  McDaniel, 
who  is  building  a wrestling  future  for 
Syracuse,  will  be  counting  on  Zell 
McClure  to  come  through  in  this  di- 
vision. 

155-POUND  CLASS 
After  last  year’s  finale  in  this 
bracket,  Eric  Erikson  said:  “It  won’t 

(Continued  on  page  twenty-two) 
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Rub- a.  r Dub-Dub 

by  Rhener  Hutchins  . . . Illustrated  by  Alvord  Beardsley 


Do  you  know  that  one  of  six  city 
boys  read  in  the  bath  tub?  Such  a 
thought  never  ocurred  to  us  until  we 
read  Mr.  Oswald  Shinney’s  invalu- 
able work,  Bath  Habits  of  the  Amer- 
ican Male,  recently  published  and 
now  on  sale  at  all  book  stores.  Mr. 
Shinney,  with  the  help  of  a lie  de- 
tector. the  “truth  drug,”  and  thumb 
screws,  has  been  collecting  informa- 
tion on  this  interesting  subject  ever 


. . . one  out  of  six 


since  bath  tubs  were  first  brought  to 
his  attention,  eleven  years  ago.  Hav- 
ing examined  the  bath  tub  from  ev- 
ery possible  angle,  Mr.  Shinney  right- 
fully can  claim  to  be  the  foremost 
authority,  at  least  in  America,  on 
the  fine  points  of  bathing. 

BHAM  is-  filled  with  fact  after 
startling  fact:  “One  out  of  three  high 
school  graduates  fall  asleep  in  the 
hath  tub.”  (page  234)  “The  three 
men  in  a tub  were  unquestionably 
extroverted.”  (page  483)  “Some  bath- 
ers wash.”  (page  972) 

Roused  and  stimulated  bv  such 
ideas,  we  sought  an  interview  with 
this  remarkable  man,  who  graciously 
left  work  on  his  forthcoming  volume, 
Bath  Habits  of  the  American  Female, 
to  talk  with  us.  Questioned  as  to  the 
practical  implications  of  his  study, 
Mr.  Shinney  replied,  “Do  you  realize 
how  much  these  facts  are  going  to 
affect  our  way  of  life?  Whv.  when 


publishers  learned  that  huge  num- 
bers of  our  population  read  in  the 
bath  tub.  they  jumped  for  joy,  ac- 
tually jumped,  I tell  you!  Water- 
proof editions  of  A Tale  of  a Tub  and 
The  W ater  Babies  are  on  the  market 
already.  There’s  a Bath  Tub  Critics’ 
Circle  and  a Bath  Book  of  the  Month 
Club.  I ve  been  asked  by  no  less  than 
nine  universities  to  draw  up  a list 
of  the  Hundred  Best  Bath  Books  of 
all  time.” 

Mr.  Shinney  smiled  modestly,  rais- 
ing his  eyes  to  the  level  of  the  door 
knob.  Because  of  his  constant  re- 
search work.  Mr.  Shinney  has  devel- 
oped an  unfortunate  occupational 
deformity  which  he  laughingly  refers 
to  as  his  “bath  tub  bend.”  “The  hu- 
man frame  can  stand  just  so  much, 
just  so  much,  and  that’s  all,”  he  con- 
tinued. “It  had  to  give  somewhere. 
One  day — oh  how  well  I remember  it 
— I bent  over  to  examine  a partic- 
ularly deep  tub  in  a country  place 
on  Long  Island.  Well,  sir,  I couldn’t 
straighten  up;  there  I was — half  of 
me  in,  half  of  me  out  of  that  bath 


. . . one  out  of  three 


tub.  It  took  four  chiropractors  six 
hours  to  bend  me  back  fairly  close 
to  normal.  Anything  for  science 
though,  anything  at  all.” 

Mr.  Shinney  emphasized  the  fact 
that  the  bath  tub  has  a past  as  well 
as  a present.  “All  the  great  bathing,” 
he  said  with  a sigh,  “was  done  in  the 
past.  Bathing’s  no  longer  an  art,  it’s 
a habit.  Now  you  take  the  Romans, 
for  instance.  Magnificent  public  pal- 
aces they  had.  just  for  bathing!  They 


didn  l hide  their  light  under  a bushel, 
as  the  saying  is.  No,  sir,  they  bathed 
with  gusto.  No  false  notions;  no  mis- 
conceptions. People  today  think, 
they’ve  thought  for  years,  that  chil- 
dren hate  bath  tubs.  Nonsense.  I’ve 
proved,  I tell  you,  I’ve  proved  by 
countless  tests  that  children  love  bath 
tubs  more  than  anybody.  They’re 
just  about  crazy  about  them.” 


. . . extroverted 

When  asked  whether  he  did  not 
think  thirty-two  dollars  was  a little 
expensive  for  BHAM,  Mr.  Shinney 
became  somewhat  angry.  “Of  course 
not,  of  course  not,”  he  ejaculated. 
“Everybody  wants  a copy,  every  man, 
woman,  and  child.  I’m  not  charging 
half  enough.  Why,  if  the  price  were 
lowered,  the  paper  supply  would  van- 
ish within  a week.  As  it  is,  the  strain 
on  the  lumber  companies  is  terrific. 
BHAM  has  already  been  translated 
into  twenty-seven  languages,  tattooed 
on  three  side-show  artists,  and  in- 
scribed on  the  head  of  a pin.  BHAE 
is  going  to  sell  at  a hundred  dollars, 
not  a penny  less.  After  all,  we’ve  got 
to  protect  our  resources,  you  know.” 

At  this  point  a bell  sounded,  pre- 
cipitating Mr.  Shinney  to  his  type- 
writer. “I  must  get  to  work.  Science 
is  a slave  driver,  she’s  a Fury.”  Only 
the  blows  of  the  typewriter  keys 
could  be  heard.  We  left  stealthily, 
more  roused  and  stimulated  than 
ever. 
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SETTING:  Central  Park  Arena. 
Allentown,  Pennsylvania. 

TIME:  The  night  of  the  “big  snow” 
— December  2,  1947. 

FEATURED  CHARACTERS: 

“Two  Ton”  Tony  Galento  and 
the  vicious  “Volga  Boatman  - — 
The  Russian  Monster”  support- 
ed by  a stellar  preliminary  card 
and  a cast  of  hundreds. 

It  was  the  night  of  the  big  snow 
when  your  writer  moseyed  down  the 
campus  accompanied  by  another 
sucker  who  was  lured  out  of  the 
house  by  a bold  faced  poster  which 
read — “Professional  Wrestling  To- 
nite.” 

We  took  advantage  of  Bethlehem  s 
superb  trolley  service  and  soon 
found  ourselves  at  Allentown’s  Cen- 
tral Park  Arena.  We  then  spent  four 
dollars  for  two  shiny  yellow  tickets 
which  had  “Ringside  Seat”  printed 
across  the  top.  After  entering  the 
smoke  filled  interior  and  groping  our 
way  to  our  seats  we  settled  back  to 
watch  the  show — and  what  a “show” 
it  was! 

The  Allentown  sharpies  with  their 
dark  sport  shirts  buttoned  at  the 
neck,  their  hat  brims  turned  up,  cig- 
ars shoved  in  their  mouths,  stood 
jawing  in  the  aisles  before  the  bouts. 
Cum  chewing  females  scattered 


In  eye-witness  account  oj  an  athletic  circus. 

Purely  Coincidental 

by  Bill  Cornelius 


th  roughout  the  crowd  kept  up  a con- 
tinual line  of  chatter  and  then  “Izzy 
Weinstickel”  and  “Bertha  O’Toole” 
came  waltzing  down  the  aisle  and 
parked  in  front  of  us.  The  usher 
came  down,  looked  at  their  stubs  and 
moved  the  protesting  Izzy  and  his 
fair  damsel  hack  to  the  dollar  seats  in 
“peanut  heaven.” 

“Ladeeees  and  gentlemennnnn, 
shouted  a chubby  little  figure  in  the 
center  of  the  ring,  who  obviously  re- 
ceived a large  charge  from  hearing 
his  voice  boom  over  the  loud  speak- 
ing system.  The  crowd  quieted  down 
while  he  introduced  the  wrestlers  for 
the  initial  bout  of  the  evening.  LuLu 
Farino  and  Jim  Stefano  went  to  their 
respective  corners  and  came  out 
fighting. 

I couldn't  believe  my  eyes.  Stefano. 
bellv  hanging  over  his  maroon 
trunks,  met  barrel  chested  Farino  in 
the  center  of  the  ring  and  what  fol- 
lowed was  strictly  from  hunger,  if 
you  know  what  1 mean.  These  two 
specimens  of  humanity  I?)  grunted, 
grimaced,  flexed  their  muscles,  and 
faked  over  a thirty  minute  period  to 
a “draw.” 

Wally,  who  had  accompanied  me 
on  this  excursion,  nudged  me  and 
nodded  toward  a woman  who  was  sit- 
ting next  to  him.  She  was  all  excited 
and  was  obviously  eating  this  stuff 
up,  enjoying  what  she  was  devouring 
with  her  eyes.  I looked  around  and  to 
my  amazement,  so  was  practically 
everyone  else  in  the  arena! 

In  the  second  bout  Milo  Steinborn. 
Memphis,  Tenn.  met  Fred  Corona, 
Columbus,  Ohio.  Corona  looked  like 
a great  big  mouse  and  growled  like 
a bear.  At  one  stage  of  the  brawl 
Steinborn  rolled  up  like  a ball  on  the 
canvas.  “Mousie”  couldn’t  figure  this 
out;  he  rolled  Milo  around  the  ring 
and  finally  the  frustrated  growler 
kicked  him  in  the  head  and  turned 
awav.  Thp  crowd  roared  and  the  ref- 


eree (also  part  of  the  act)  took 
“Mousie”  aside  and  explained  to  him 
that  this  sort  of  thing  just  wasn’t 
done.  From  then  on  Milo  got  rough 
and  finally  “pinned”  the  “Mouse- 

?5 

man. 

The  pudgy  little  announcer  entered 
the  ring  and  announced  that  due  to 
the  fact  that  Galento  had  to  “take 
a taxi  to  Harrisburg  in  order  to 
catch  a train  for  Cleveland  for  a press 
conference,”  the  main  event  would  be 
held  now,  and  another  bout  would 
follow. 

That  was  the  signal  for  the  appear- 
ance of  the  “Russian  Monster,”  who 
came  stalking  down  the  aisle  wearing 
a long  black  beard  and  a blue  velvet 
cape  (and  other  incidentals). 

Tony  Galento  then  came  rolling 
down  the  aisle  amidst  mingled  cheers 
and  boos.  The  former  heavyweight 
boxing  contender,  who  walloped  Joe 
Louis  for  a few  rounds  when  the 
Brown  Bomber  was  in  his  prime,  was 
a colorful  figure  in  his  green  trunks. 
His  puffed  face  leered  at  his  huge 
opponent  as  the  announcer  announced 
the  weights — “Galento  265,  The  Rus- 
sian Monster  310.” 

This  bout  turned  into  a punching 
brawl  with  Tony  doing  the  majority 
of  the  tossing.  The  Russian  cow- 
ered in  “fear”  in  his  corner  as  the 
crowd  went  wild.  Galento  rushed 
toward  his  opponent  yelling  “I'll 
moider  da  bum”  and  some  other  gut- 
teral  gibberish.  He  proceded  to  throw 
the  Russian  to  the  canvas  by  the  beard 
and  after  about  15  minutes  of  grunt- 
ing pinned  his  man,  to  the  crowd  s 
delight. 

By  this  time  I found  myself  caught 
in  the  fever  of  the  evening  and  was 
on  my  feet  with  the  rest  of  the  throng 
as  Galento  rushed  from  the  ring  to 
his  dressing  room  while  the  Russian 
stalked  belligerantly  up  the  aisle. 

I thought  that  I'd  seen  about  ev- 
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The  Ghost  of 
John  L.  Sullivan's  Horse 

by  Zachariah 


It  is  a strange  coincidence  that 
while  I am  perusing  the  sports  page 
of  the  Daily  Disturber  one  day,  I 
come  upon  a small  hit  of  printed  mat- 
ter which  reads  to  the  effect  that  one 
Ferocious  Freddie  Heckonbie,  re- 
tired prize  fighter,  is  united  in  holy 
wedlock  with  the  former  Miss  [Millie 
Madison  of  the  Jersey  Citv  Madisons. 
I say  this  is  a strange  coincidence  be- 
cause who  do  I see  walking  toward 
the  park  bench  where  I am  seated, 
but  none  other  than  Ferocious  Fred- 
die s old  manager.  Omar  \^Tiite- 
sides. 

Omar  is  looking  a bit  down  in  the 
mouth  which  is  no  doubt  due  to  the 
last  week  after  he  beats  Turk  O’Bark- 
lett,  the  number  one  challenger  for 
the  title.  Although  I do  not  lav  eyes 
on  Omar  for  almost  a year,  I see  as  he 
bears  down  on  me  now  that  he  has 
not  changed  in  appearance.  This  I 
do  not  mention  because  it  is  a well 
known  fact  that  any  change  in  Omar’s 
appearance  would  have  to  be  for  the 
better,  and  if  I say  there  is  no  change 
at  all,  he  will  immediately  take  it  as 
a personal  insult.  Omar  is  an  indi- 
vidual who  is  once  very  tall,  but 
whose  height  turns  overnight  to 
width — and  from  his  present  width 
I conclude  that  in  the  days  of  his 
height,  Omar  Whitesides  must  be  a 
colossus. 

‘'Greetings  and  salutations  Omar,” 
I sing  out,  "I  wish  to  congratulate 
you  upon  the  big  upset  last  Fridav 
night  when  your  boy  Ferocious  Fred- 
die turns  the  lights  out  on  Turk 
OBarklett.” 

‘'Yes.”  drawls  Omar,  depositing 


his  person  on  the  rest  of  the  long 
bench.  "It  is  quite  an  upset. 

''If  I ilia)  l>e  at  libert\  to  speak 
frankly,  sa\  1.  ''It  is  more  than  just 
quite  an  upset,  it  is  comparable  to  a 
three-legged  milk  horse  winning  the 
Kentuck)  Derby — It  is  like  a chicken 
eating  a weasel — like  Lehigh  beating 
Lafayette! 

M hen  Omar  catches  his  breath  so 
that  he  can  talk,  he  savs.  “Nobody  is 
more  surprised  than  me  to  see  Fred- 
die turn  the  trick,  especially  since  1 
am  aware  of  O Barklett’s  abilities, 
but  this  pugilistic  miracle  teaches  me 
a big  lesson,  for  I know  now  that 
there  is  no  such  thing  as  a luckv- 
piece.” 

"After  Ferocious  Freddie  wins  this 
fight.  I says.  "I  do  not  understand 
why  you  no  longer  believe  in  luck.  If 
I am  Freddie  s manager  now,  I would 
be  out  cornering  the  market  on  four 
leaf  clovers  and  other  sundry  talis- 
mans.” 

‘A  ou  do  not  understand,”  he  savs, 
waving  his  arms,  "It  is  a long  storv. 
If  you  care  to  give  ear,  I will  ac- 
quaint you  with  the  details.  It  hap- 
pens this  way.  . . . 

"It  is  a well  known  fact  around 
fight  circles  that  ever  since  Ferocious 
Freddie  Heckonbie  is  a \oung  scrub 
of  about  ten  years,  he  hates  anything 
which  even  resembles  a lucky-piece. 
Ibis  great  passion  comes  about  be- 
cause one  dav  when  Freddie  is  walk- 
ing around  a ladder,  he  goes  out  into 
the  avenue  and  is  bopped  bv  a pass- 
ing garbage  wagon.  Since  then  he  is 
a firm  non-believer  in  the  science  of 
the  supernatural. 

“It  is  while  training  for  this  last 
fight  with  Turk  0 Barklett  that  things 
reach  the  point  where  it  is  getting  on 
everybody  s nerves.  All  of  Freddie  s 
friends  who  see  the  Turk's  last  few 


scraps  and  who  are  intimate  with  the 
fight  game  are  sending  luckv-pieces 
in  droves  along  with  other  odd  things 
of  good  fortune  which  they  are  con- 
vinced Freddie  will  need  in  the  verv 
near  future  if  he  goes  through  with 
this  fight.  Freddie  is  by  no  means 
pleased  with  the  situation  and  he  tells 
me  in  private  that  he  is  fed  up  with 
the  fight  game  and  what  is  more  he 
is  going  to  quit  after  he  knocks  out 
Turk.  He  also  savs  it  is  a pleasure 
to  be  an  underdog  even  if  the  odds 
are  twentv -to-one  he  is  flattened,  and 
that  when  he  wins,  he  is  going  to  give 
the  bookies  and  us  the  big  horse- 
laugh— hee-haw! 

“All  is  well  until  the  day  before 
the  fight  when  who  comes  breezing 
into  camp  but  Freddie’s  little  love- 
boat,  Millie  Madison.  She  is  a cute 
trick  who  parks  hats  in  one  of  the 
local  establishments — at  least  that  is 
where  Freddie  meets  her  when  she 
gives  him  the  wrong  hat  on  purpose. 
She  gives  him  the  wrong  hat  on  pur- 
pose, because  nobody  has  a head  as 
small  as  Freddie  Heckonbie’s  and 
therefore  it  is  next  to  impossible  to 
make  a mistake  in  that  manner. 

"Freddie  tells  Millie  that  right  af- 
ter he  beats  Turk,  he  is  bidding  fare- 
well to  pugilism  and  they  are  getting 
married  like  other  people  do.  She 
says  this  is  very  nice,  but  if  they  wait 
until  after  the  fight,  they  will  not  be 
getting  married  like  other  people  do 
— the)  will  be  getting  married  from 
a hospital  bed.  She  also  says  that  if 
he  insists  on  going  through  with  this 
sacrifice,  she  is  bringing  him  a pres- 
ent which  she  wants  him  to  place  in 
his  corner.  Then  she  unwraps  a pack- 
age and  what  does  she  take  out  but 
a big  iron  horseshoe,  saying  that  it 
is  the  horseshoe  from  the  very  same 

(Continued  on  page  eighteen) 
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Wrestling  Today 

by  Cornelius  Lindholm,  Jr. 


Several  Nears  ago  J look  note  of  a 
young  Teaneck  boy.  a hopeless  crip- 
ple. trying  to  hold  his  own  on  a base- 
ball field  with  youngsters  more  for- 
tunate than  he.  The  awkward  handi- 
cap of  hea\  y leg-length  steel  braces 
made  his  efforts  rather  futile.  This 
boy,  whom  I will  call  Ken.  later  be- 
came an  expert  rope  climber  in  g\m 
classes,  but  when  it  came  to  intra- 
mural and  varsity  programs,  he  was 
a total  failure. 

Ken  was  a plugger.  though,  and 
ga\e  all  activities  a try.  It  was  ob- 
vious that  he  had  been  misguided  in 
regard  to  coming  out  for  wrestling, 
for  with  the  exception  of  local  tour- 
naments for  boy  s.  Ken  had  never 
thrown  his  hat  in  the  ring  for  the 
Teaneck  High  School  varsity  team. 
However,  weighing  a mere  ninety-six 
pounds,  he  started  in  December  of 

1946  and  devoted  long  hours  to  per- 
fecting effective  defensive  measures 
for  his  handicap;  his  perseverance 
providing  a great  source  of  inspira- 
tion to  every  candidate.  Two  days 
before  the  second  varsity  meet  of  the 

1947  season  the  104  pounder  became 
ill  and  Ken  was  named  his  replace- 
ment. Before  a capacity  crowd,  this 
crippled  boy  in  his  colorful  uniform 
and  robe  had  every  dream  and  aspir- 
ation of  his  youth  fulfilled  when  he 
led  the  Teaneck  High  School  w restl- 
ing team  in  a dual  meet  against 
Thomas  Jefferson  High  School  of 
Elizabeth. 

By  the  dose  of  the  season,  Ken 
had  met  the  requirements  for  a var- 
sity award  by  having  taken  part  in 
four  contests  and  was  honored  for 
his  achievement  at  a student  all- 
sports assembly  in  June  when  I had 
the  pleasure  of  presenting  to  him  a 
handsome  sweater. 

Ken  has  not  been  the  only  one  to 
succeed  in  wrestling  despite  a handi- 
cap. Just  a few  years  ago  a totally 


blind  atldete  placed  second  in  his 
class  and  was  awarded  the  coaches’ 
trophy  as  the  "Outstanding  W restler’ 
of  the  Eastern  Intercollegiate  Wrestl- 
ing Association  Iournament.  Then 
too,  a young  man  whose  leg  had  been 
mutilated  in  earlv  vouth  bv  paraly- 
sis, later  became  the  very  talented 
captain  of  one  of  the  East’s  top  rank- 
ing colleges. 

Handicapped  or  not.  w restling  is 
as  natural  to  a voung  man  as  throw- 
ing a baseball  or  a football.  When- 
ever you  pass  an  amply  lot.  an  ath- 
letic field,  or  even  when  you  turn 
your  back  in  your  own  home,  in- 
variably you  will  see  two  or  more 
youngsters  grappling  with  one  an- 
other. Does  it  not  seem  sensible  to 
you  then  that  every  effort  should  be 
made  to  channel  all  of  that  energv 
and  enthusiasm  in  organized  wrestl- 
ing programs  in  which  facilities  and 
competent  instruction  can  be  secured? 

Wrestling  should  he  made  an  es- 
sential and  component  phase  of  every 
high  school  w inter  sports  program. 
During  the  w inter  months  at  the  aver- 
age high  school,  the  percentage  of 
male  students  participating  on  athletic 
teams  is  incredibly  small.  Most  insti- 
tutions offer  only  basketball  pro- 
grams in  which  a very  small  number 
of  students  can  take  part.  Such  a con- 
dition is  contrary  to  all  the  goals  that 
are  supposed  to  be  achieved  by  our 
institutions  of  learning.  School  auth- 
orities who  are  properly  informed 
and  who  take  the  initiative,  can  pro- 
vide wrestling  facilities  for  a small 
investment.  Most  schools  alreadv 
have  gy  m mats,  so  the  only  thing  to 
be  bought  would  be  the  mat  cover 
and  the  uniforms. 

States  which  have  organized 
wrestling  programs  find  them  very 
popular.  Oklahoma  has  over  200 
high  schools  with  full  varsity  sched- 
ules and  teams.  The  1947  Pennsylva- 


nia Slate  Iournament  had  1,265  bovs 
competing  and  two  weeks  time  was 
required  to  run  off  the  huge  elimina- 
tions. 

\\  restling,  as  it  is  carried  on  in 
oui  scholastic  athletic  programs,  of- 
fers many  advantages  to  a growing 
boy.  It  imparts  to  him  a strong  sense 
of  physical  and  mental  confidence, 
for  in  a match  he  is  placed  entirely 
on  his  own  to  think  and  act.  It  de- 
velops strong,  healthy  bodies,  a high 
degree  of  muscular  control,  and. 
above  all.  superb  coordination. 

Few  sports  give  the  little  man  an 
equal  chance  along  with  the  bigger 
fellow  : the  accent  is  alway  s on  size, 
and.  as  the  say  ing  goes,  "A  good  big 
man  is  always  superior  to  a stand- 
out smaller  one.  Not  so  in  wrestling. 
In  wrestling  every  boy  from  the 
ninety  -pounders  on  up  through  the 
heavier  weights  has  available  to  him 
an  avenue  of  self-expression  in  ath- 
letics. The  five  points  scored  by  a 
fall  bv  a ninety-five  pound  man  mean 
just  as  much  to  the  final  outcome  of 
the  meet  as  the  victories  registered 
in  the  175  and  heavy  weight  divisions. 
As  Billy  Sheridan  has  said  so  often 
during  the  past  thirty-seven  years, 
"Regardless  of  his  size,  weight,  or 
physical  assets,  there  is  more  than 
ample  space  on  a wrestling  mat  for 
a growing  boy. 

In  addition  to  giving  the  small  as 
well  as  the  big  man  an  opportunity  to 
compete,  there  is^another  important 
thing  that  deserves  mention.  In  the 
ten  years  in  which  I have  had  the 
pleasure  of  being  a spectator,  com- 
petitor, and  coach  of  wrestling,  I have 
never  seen  one  act  of  unbecoming  or 
unsportsmanlike  conduct.  If  the  pub- 
lic were  given  the  opportunity  to 
know  the  people  who  operate  and 
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Trek  To  Taylor 


1 — Now  that  Chem  3's  over.  Oswin 
Clootch  trips  toward  Taylor  with  the 
4 o'clock  crowd.  A nurse  in  front  of 
the  health  center  has  just  slipped, 
exposing  a well  filled  pair  of  shim 
nylons.  This  accounts  for  that  ecsta- 
tic glint  in  Clootheh’s  bloodshot 
squints. 

‘AX  hatta  problem  for  a solid  geom- 
ery  section!  Clooteh  pendanticallv 
muses. 


2 — Wrenching  open  his  locker 
land  damned  lucky  to  have  one), 
Clootch  is  laved  horizontal  by  a hap- 
py deluge  of  gym  trinkets  which  his 
buddv.  Stu  Gotts.  has  so  thoughtfully 
left  behind.  Clootch  doesn’t  mind  the 
moldy  '"Bike’’  to  his  right,  but  that 
weight  on  his  Si. 98  shirt  almost 
ruined  his  chances  for  puberty. 


3 — At  4:14  Clootch  is  on  the  floor 
feverishly  building  n e w biceps. 
Though  “Bart”  might  think  that 
Clootch  is  working  hard,  don’t  let 
the  joker  kid  you;  he’s  only  drool- 
ing over  the  well-done  cookie  he  met 
at  “The  Pelican”  last  night. 


4 — Babbling  about  edifying  opera- 
tions, Clootch  finds  that  swishing 
back  and  forth  on  the  rings  can  be 
pretty  elevating  stuff.  Swooping  low 
over  the  floor  boards  as  an  intelli- 
gent onlooker  admires  his  frantic  an- 
tics, our  hero  is  in  grave  danger  of 
scuffing  his  manicured  toe-nails. 


by  Elwood  Cor  nog 


5 — Now  4:45.  Clootch  takes  to  the 
ropes.  Having  disturbed  their  volley- 
ball rumpus,  the  players  gleefully 
watch  as  Clootch  suddenly  finds  him- 
self in  a dilly  of  a lynch  knot. 
Shocked  by  the  agonizing  sight,  Ely 
and  Korshin  nervously  gulp  on  their 
aspirin-spiked  cokes  from  inside  the 
P.  E.  office. 


6 — Sign  up  time  at  last!  Tuning  up 
his  creaking  mental  machinery, 
Clootch  devilishlv  ponders  the  big 
question. 

“Humm,  need  about  39  more  hours 
to  pass  this  semester.  Guess  I'll  let  it 
go  at  three  for  today.  Wonder  if  I 
could  pick  up  some  rare  disease  and 
get  excused  from  gym? 


7 — Escaping  from  the  foot-slosh- 
around  with  only  minor  chemical 
burns,  Clootch  slugs  a bit  of  tough 
luck.  Oddly  enough  this  shower  was 
the  only  warm  one  running.  (Is  it  so 
damned  odd?)  A second  later 
Clootch  slipped  on  a stray  hunk  of 
Ivory  and  whammed  on  his  embar- 
assment. 


8 — Now  5:27,  and  down  to  his  last 
calorie,  Clootch  staggers  hack  to  his 
man-hole  by  Drinker  House.  Realiz- 
ing that  he  ll  be  in  lousy  trim  for  to- 
morrow’s rugged  schedule  (five 
quizzes  plus  a blind  date  for  a tea 
dance  at  Zuchowski’s  Secretarial 
School ) , Clootch  makes  with  the 
morphine  hypo.  Hell’s  behind  him 
but  tomorrow’s  another  day. 
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Aristocrat  Dairv  Products 
ALLENTOWN  DAIRY  CO.,  Inc. 


1019  Turner  Street  Allentown,  Pennsylvania 

Serving  Allentown,  Bethlehem  and  Vicinity 
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restling  Today  . . . 

(Continued  from  page  tnirteen) 

compete  in  the  vast  number  of  scho- 
lastic and  collegiate  wrestling  pro- 
grams in  this  country,  they  would  be 
enlightened  to  see  not  only  the  high 
calibre  of  the  men,  but  the  closeness 
of  spirit  and  friendship  that  exists. 
At  all  meets,  tournaments,  clinics  and 
coaching  schools,  there  is  present  an 
attitude  of  sportsmanship  and  general 
good  will  that  is  so  often  absent  at 
gatherings  for  other  activities. 
Coaches  and  wrestlers  are  constantly 
endeavoring  to  assist  one  another. 
They  never  attempt  to  conceal  their 
knowledge.  To  quote  Billy  Sheridan 
again.  “There  is  no  patent  on  any 
wrestling  maneuver,  technique,  or 
hold.’ 

However,  despite  all  its  good 
points,  no  sport,  to  my  way  of  think- 
ing, has  suffered  more  from  the 
abuses  of  uninformed  laymen,  lack  of 
qualified  publicity  channels,  and  the 
corrupt  racket  that  is  known  so  false- 
ly as  professional  wrestling.  These 
things  have  hampered  the  growth  of 
wrestling,  sometimes  they  have  even 
overwhelmed  it,  but  wrestling  has 
found  a permanent  place  in  high 
schools,  preparatory  schools,  and 
colleges  nontheless. 

The  greatest  single  force  retard- 
ing the  advancement  of  true  catch- 
as-catch-can  wrestling  is  the  com- 
pletely fraudulent  and  dishonest  pro- 
fessional wrestling  racket.  Most  peo- 
ple believe  that  the  so  called  pros 
are  the  oidy  ones  in  the  sport,  when 
in  reality  they  should  be  the  only 
ones  barred.  Many  people  believe 
that  wrestling  in  our  high  schools  and 
colleges  is  merely  professional  wrestl- 
ing toned  down  by  rules.  Such  a mis- 
conception must  be  eliminated.  The 
rules  in  high  school  and  college 
wrestling  do  not  make  illegal  one 
movement  or  hold  that  is  wrestling! 
The  nonsensical  displays  and  acts  of 
cooperation  by  the  pros,  such  as  forc- 
ing an  opponent’s  arm  above  the  al- 
lowed right  angle  in  a hammer  lock, 
twisting  toes,  and  gouging  eyes,  are 


no  more  deserving  of  acceptance  in 
the  wrestling  rule  book  than  kicking 
is  worth)  of  acceptance  in  boxing 
regulations. 

To  almost  am  one  it  is  obvious  that 
a professional  wrestling  match  is 
criminally  faked  and  illegitimate.  Yet 
does  the  average  fan  or  the  sporting 
big-wig  do  anything  about  the  dis- 
play s of  these  hoodlums?  No!  Sup- 
pose professional  baseball  or  football 
were  put  up  in  such  an  unmistakeably 
false  manner.  What  would  happen? 
The  public  would  rise  up  in  a body 
and  demand  an  investigation.  Re- 
member the  many  trials  and  difficult 
years  that  professional  baseball  en- 
dured after  the  Chicago  White  Sox 
scandal  broke  out?  The  incident  of 
dishonesty  that  caused  that  disper- 
sion was  insignificant  when  compared 
to  the  gross  deceits  that  are  so  pre- 
velant  in  pro  wrestling  today.  That 
the  public  so  often  supports  this 
cheap  exhibitionism  is  indeed  appall- 
ing, especially  in  a country  that  has 
always  stood  for  clean,  decent  sport. 

Wrestling,  true  wrestling,  must 
continue  to  grow  in  appeal  and  pop- 
ularity. Give  it  the  good  support  it 
deserves ! 


One  News  Story  We  Never 
Finished  Reading 

From  the  Globe-Times 
“An  opportunity  for  veterans  to 
re-enlist  in  the  Army  and  be  stationed 
‘Practically  at  home’  was  announced 
today  by  First  Sgt.  Paul  R.  Mosser, 
recruiting  officer  of  the 
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J.  L.  Sullivan  . . . 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

horse  who  was  once  owned  bv  John 
L.  Sullivan. 

"For  once  in  his  career,  Freddie  is 
ferocious.  He  grabs  the  horseshoe  of 
the  very  same  horse  who  was  once 
owned  by  John  L.  Sullivan  and  waves 
it  in  the  air  while  at  the  same  time 
he  is  saying  very  uncomplimentary 
things  about  Millie,  me.  and  horses 
in  general.  As  far  as  I know,  I get 
off  easy,  but  he  mentions  the  horse 
thrown  in  here  and  there  which  no- 
thrown  in  here  and  there,  which  no- 
body, not  even  a horse  once  owned 
bv  John  L.  Sullivan,  would  stand  for. 
Mill  ie  stands  with  big  tears  in  her 
eyes  when  he  tells  her  that  she  is  no 
longer  his  love-boat  and  that  if  she 
wants  the  damned  horseshoe  of  the 
horse  once  owned  b\  John  L.  Sulli- 
van, she  should  go  dunk  her  you- 
know-what  for  it!  With  that  he 
heaves  it  in  the  pond  next  to  the  spar- 
ring ring  and  walks  away.  The  last  I 
see  of  Millie  she  is  standing  at  the 
edge  of  the  pond  crying  like  every- 
thing. It  is  a sight  which  moves  me 
to  tenderness. 

“The  next  night  the  stadium  is 
filled  with  people  who  come  to  see 
the  closest  thing  to  a bullfight  ever 
permitted  in  the  country.  The  fact 
that  the  odds  are  now  twenty-four  to 
one  does  not  seem  to  bother  Freddie, 
since  he  still  says  that  Turk  is  de- 
pending on  luck.  I happen  to  see 
Turk  s last  fight,  and  I know  his  op- 
ponent is  kayoed  in  the  first  round 
by  a right  cross  of  luck  to  the  but- 
ton. I also  know  that  this  opponent, 
who  is  Mike  \arbroski,  does  not 
wake  up  for  two  days  afterwards,  and 
then  he  goes  back  to  coaching  some 
other  sport  in  which  a ball  is  used. 

“W  hen  the  fight  starts  it  is  awful — 
words  cannot  describe  it.  At  the  end 
of  the  first  round.  Freddie  is  picking 
himself  off  the  canvas  for  the  sixth 
time.  As  we  help  him  to  his  corner 
he  is  mumbling  something  which 
sounds  like  'no  sush  thing  s luck!’ 
The  next  round  is  so  had  that  later 
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Thorough  lubrication  takes  more 
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costs  less.  Your  car  deserves  the 
best  in  Lubrication.  It  gets  it  here, 
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I hear  the  ]).  A.,  who  is  sitting  in  the 
third  row,  worries  that  he  will  have 
to  book  Turk  O Barklett  on  a man- 
slaughter charge  if  it  goes  another 
round.  Freddie  is  down  so  much 
that  the  referee  is  running  out  of 
breath  from  counting,  and  he  looks 
like  a yo-yo  on  the  end  of  a long 
string. 

“It  is  the  fourth  round  that  I throw 
in  the  towel,  but  since  I do  not  know 
my  own  strength.  I throw  it  clear  over 
the  ring  into  the  spectators  on  the 
other  side.  I find  out  later  that  the 
mayor  is  still  trying  to  find  out  who 
smacks  him  in  the  face  with  a wet 
towel  just  before  the  knockout.  Turk 
measures  Freddie  for  the  pay-off  and 
is  waiting  for  a few  more  photog- 
raphers to  get  set,  when  one  of  the 
camera-hawks  lets  go  with  a flash 
bulb  right  in  his  face.  At  this  same 
time,  Freddie  also  swings  the  one  and 
only  punch  he  throws  all  night.  It  is 
a punch  which  will  not  even  shoo  a 
fly  off  a lump  of  sugar,  but  it  sur- 
prises Turk  since  he  is  off  balance. 
He  trips,  landing  flat  on  his  back  in 
Freddie’s  corner,  and  I see  by  the 
way  his  eyelids  flutter  that  he  is  out 
dead  cold.  When  Turk  lays  still  for 
the  count,  you  can  hear  a pin  drop 
which  is  natural  because  everybody 
thinks  that  poor  Turk  has  a heart  at- 
tack or  something  similar.  Freddie 
Heckonhie  is  wandering  around  in  cir- 
cles until  somebody  catches  him  and 
raises  his  hand — then  the  noise  is 
terrible.  A bunch  of  doubting  Thom- 
ases jumps  in  the  ritig  and  commences 
to  pull  the  hair  out  of  0 Barklett’s 
legs  and  other  such  tests  to  see  if  he 
is  really  out  or  just  pulling  a tank. 
They  satisfy  themselves  that  he  is  as 
cold  as  a member  of  the  polar  bears' 
bathing  society. 

“Back  in  the  dressing  room  later, 
Ferocious  Freddie  after  posing  fero- 
ciously for  the  cameras,  is  giving  us 
the  big  ‘I  told  you  so!’  He  says  it 
aches  him  to  give  us  the  horselaugh 
through  all  the  adhesive  plaster  he 
has  on  him,  but  it  is  worth  it.  He  also 
says  that  if  Millie  is  willing  to  admit 
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that  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a lucky 
charm  he  will  forgive  her  for  what 
she  does."’ 

It  is  two  weeks  after  Omar  tells 
me  this  story,  that  I chance  to  speak 
to  Fuzzy  Sidesaddle  who  is  Turk 
0 Barklett  s manager  — Fuzzy  tells 
me  on  the  side  that  a most  unusual 
occurrence  takes  place  which  will 
probably  go  down  in  ring  history  as 
one  of  the  greatest  mysteries  of  all 
time.  He  says  that  when  the  Turk 
slips  and  loses  his  balance  near  Fred- 
die s corner,  nobody  knows  why  he  is 
knocked  out — not  even  the  Turk  him- 
self. It  is  not  until  they  get  back 
in  the  dresisng  room  that  Fuzzy  takes 
note  of  the  big  lump  on  the  back  of 
O’Barklett's  head.  It  stands  to  reason 
that  the  challenger  must  hit  some- 
thing when  he  falls,  so  they  go  back 
down  to  the  ring  after  the  crowd 
leaves.  They  investigate,  says  Fuzzy, 
and  finds  that  somebody  has  stuck  a 
big  rusty  iron  horseshoe  under  the 
canvas  in  Ferocious  Freddie  Heckon- 
bie's  corner  — the  oddest  thing, 
though.  Fuzzy  tells  me,  is  that  on 
this  rusty  old  horseshoe  are  the  ini- 
tials J.  L.  S. 


Natural  History  in  the  Press 

A headline  in  the  Globe-Times 

ALLIGATORS  DON’T  EAT  PEO- 
PLE, THEY  SAY. 

Editor  s note:  Don’t  take  an  alliga- 
tor’s word  for  anything. 


When  Scribner's  Magazine 
Shocked  Grandma 

(From  an  article  in  The  Atlantic 
Monthly) 

There  is  the  testimony  of  a sub- 
scriber to  Scribner  s who  wrote  the 
editors  that  a “young  female  mem- 
ber” of  his  household,  finding  in  the 
magazine  an  article  on  French  art 
illustrated  with  reproductions  of 
nudes,  “uttered  a low  cry  and  fled 
from  the  room.” 

The  GOBLET  runs  no  nudes. 
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So  You  Didn't  Cot  It? 


By  Dave  Ettleman 


This  is  for  you  guvs  who  griped. 
\ou  didn't  get  my  cartoon  — you 
didn't  understand  — you  couldn't  see 
the  pathos.  What  do  you  want  — a 
blueprint? 

At  first.  I thought  1 d just  explain 
what  “Nice  Doggie — Play  Dead!” 
was  all  about.  Then  it  occurred  to  me 
that  a couple  of  other  cartoons,  be- 
fore and  after,  would  do  the  job  bet- 
ter. And,  just  to  make  sure  that  it’s 
all  perfectly  clear,  I wrote  a little 
drama  to  go  along  with  the  pictures. 

(Scene:  Living  room  of  He’s  and 
She’s  home.) 

He:  I bought  a book  today,  Dear. 

He:  Its  called  "How  to  Teach  an 
Old  Dog  Old  Tricks.” 

She:  Oh! 

He:  Let  s try  it  out  on  Dimitri. 

(Dimitri  is  the  dog.) 

I Russian  Wolfhound.) 

She:  Here  Dimitri,  sit  down,  hoy. 

( Dog  stands,  looking  perplexed. ) 

He:  Sit  down  Dimitri. 

(Dog  stands,  looking  more  per- 
, plexed.) 

(She  sits  Dimitri  doivn.  I 

He:  Good  dog. 

She:  What’s  the  first  trick,  Dear? 

He:  The  first  trick  is  called  “Dead 
Doggie,”  Dear. 

She:  How  does  it  work,  Dear? 

He:  You  just  say  “Dead  Doggie,” 
and  the  dog  rolls  over  and  plays 
dead. 

She:  Oh! 

He:  Dead  Doggie.  Dimitri,  Dead 
Doggie. 

(Dog  sits,  looks  bored.) 

(see  picture  number  one.) 

She:  Dead  Doggie,  Dimitri. 

(Dog  sits,  looks  more  bored.) 

He:  (Losing  patience)  Dammit 

Doggie,  Play  Dead! 

(Dog  yawns.) 

(He  goes  to  desk,  opening  drawer 
to  get  gun.) 


NUMBER  ONE 


_r 1 'a 


A ice  doggie  - — - play  dead! 

THE  ORIGINAL  — NUMBER  TWO 


She:  Oh  No! 

He:  Yes! 

She:  Oh! 

He:  ( With  gun  in  hand l Nice  Dog- 
gie— Play  Dead ! 

(Dog  sits,  looks  considerably  more 
bored.) 

(see  picture  number  two.) 

Gun:  Bang! 

(Dog  rolls  over.) 

(see  picture  number  three.) 

-CURTAIN- 


NUMBER  THREE 
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(Continued  from  page  eight) 

happen  again."  I don't  think  he  will 
let  it  happen  again,  but  he  may  find 
Stan  Thevenet,  captain  of  the  Army 
grapplers,  as  the  road  block  to  cham- 
pionship glory  if  the  Cadet  leader 
continues  to  wrestle  in  this  weight 
class.  Bethlehem  fans  will  watch  for 
a possible  match  between  Eric  and 
Stan  since  Thevenet  is  a local  pro- 
duct. At  this  writing,  it  appears  that 
Coach  Lloyd  Appleton  will  have  Stan 
compete  in  the  165-pound  class. 
Charlie  Hathaway  of  Navy  and  Ken 
O’Shaughnessy  of  Columbia  will  pro- 
vide some  thrills  for  spectators  in  this 
fight  and  headaches  for  some  of  the 
coaches.  Franklin  and  Marshall’s 
Bob  Wendell  is  another  hopeful  for 
a newcomer  to  the  E.  I.  W . A.  ranks. 

165-POUND  CLASS 
Ed  Erikson  should  repeat  in  this 
category  for  the  second  straight  year, 
but  as  his  brother  found  a tough  foe 
in  Thevenet  last  March,  he  may  not 
have  too  easy  a time  retaining  his 
crown.  Don  Louria  of  Harvard,  who 
took  third  place  honors  last  year, 
will  be  back  again.  In  him  Coach 
“Chief”  Boston  has  a good  point  get- 
ter, if  not  a potential  champion.  If 
Reg  Tickner  can  make  this  weight, 
Coach  Austin  Bishop  may  take  back 
to  Lancaster  an  individual  cham- 
pionship. Bob  Wisherd  of  Navy  lost 
to  Ed  Erikson  last  spring  in  the 
quarter-final  round  by  a one-point 
margin  and  will  be  back  to  avenge 
that  loss. 

175-POUND  CLASS 
Bob  Pickett,  Syracuse  champion  in 
this  weight  last  spring,  will  not  be 
back  to  defend  his  title.  He  has  been 
sidelined  during  dual  meet  competi- 
tion by  a back  injury,  so  Captain 
Jim  Jackson  will  become  the  third 
Lehigh  wrestler  in  the  history  of  the 
Easterns  to  win  the  title  at  175.  Bill 
Corman  of  Penn  State  has  a good 
record  in  this  class  as  does  Fred  Klett 
of  Dartmouth.  Henry  Settle  of  Navy 
must  not  be  underrated  in  this  class. 


If  Tickner  does  not  represent  F.  and 
M.  at  165,  he  may  make  the  differ- 
ence in  determining  who  the  finalists 
in  this  division  will  be  in  Grace  Hall. 

HEAVYWEIGHT  CLASS 

Reports  from  Cambridge,  Mass, 
say  that  Peter  Fuller  is  one  of  the 
nicest  young  men  ever  to  beat  any- 
body s brains  out,  and  the  Harvard 
captain  (son  of  an  ex-governor  of 
Massachusetts)  will  be  anxious  for  a 
repeat  performance  w i t h Hank 
O’Shaughnessy  of  Columbia.  The  Co- 
lumbia heavyweight  will  be  defend- 
ing the  honors  he  reaped  a year  ago, 
but  this  will  be  Lehigh's  year  in  the 
unlimited  class.  Newbold  Smith  of 
Navy  will  be  back  again.  Up  at  West 
Point  the  rooters  think  that  Lin 
Mathers  has  a chance.  For  Lehigh  it 
will  be  either  Don  Berndt  or  “Gus  ’ 
LaSasso.  Whoever  it  is  will  top  the 
field  for  the  first  Brown  and  White 
heavyweight  crown  since  Howell 
Scobev  dominated  the  field  in  1935 
and  1936. 

This  all  adds  up  to  six  Eastern 
champions  from  Lehigh.  It  may  be 
too  optimistic  a prediction,  but  it  can 
be  done  and  will  increase  Lehigh  s 
total  to  57  individual  champions.  If 
accomplished,  it  will  be  the  first  time 
that  one  institution  in  the  choice 
wrestling  tournament  of  the  nation 
walked  off  with  so  many  honors. 
Coach  Billy  Sheridan’s  mat  magic 
will  continue  to  produce  dividends, 
and  Lehigh  men  in  Grace  Hall  will 
again  sing  “L  ehigh  W ill  Shine  To- 
night.” 


Larry  Paul 

Kelchner  & Roeder 
Inc. 

DRUG  STORE 

Broadway  and  Fourth  Street 
Bethlehem,  Pennsylvania 
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I'm  stepping  out  with  my  best  foot  forward  . . . that's  why 
I wear  AIR-O-MAGICs,  with  their  88  comfort- 
construction  features!  I never  knew  how  foot-happy 
I could  be  until  I tried  the  patented,  hand-moulded 
innersoles  that  make  irritation  a thing  of  the  past; 
never  an  inside  ridge,  curl  or  wrinkle! 


AIR-O-MAGICs  gives  you  the  newest 
in  style,  the  utmost  in  value. 

No  breaking-in  needed! 

Moderately  priced. 


Style  No.  3048 
Norwegian  Red 
Lug  Sole 


SOLD  BY  LEADING 
STORES  EVERYWHERE 
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Lady  at  Lehigh 

by  Sally  Woodhull 

Fellow  cliff-dwellers,  we  enjoyed  it!  I might  even  say 
it  was  real — at  least  most  of  it.  We  brave  females  who 
were  strong  enough  to  venture  up  South  Mountain  in 
midsummer  heat  in  quest  of  further  education  feel  like 
we  got  something. 

The  Hill,  of  course,  is  one  aspect  of  life  at  Lehigh 
which  could  not  fail  to  make  its  impression  on  us.  We 
had  always  known  Lehigh  was  located  on  a hill.  We 
grew  up  with  the  idea  that  a college  campus  was  not 
strictly  according  to  Hoyle  if  it  was  not  “the  Hill.”  We 
glorified  in  the  view  from  the  Lookout — the  smoke  of  the 
valley  spangled  with  stars,  or  gilded  with  rising  sun's 
rays — and  then  we  climbed  back  into  our  dates’  car  for 
the  return  ride  down  the  mountain.  Why,  in  the  days  of 
gas  rationing  we  even  strolled  up  the  mountain.  But  never, 
I swear  it,  in  all  those  jaunts  of  pleasure,  was  the  hill  so 
steep  or  long  or  completely  destructive  to  the  individual 
as  when,  arms  laden  with  reference  hooks  that  must  he 
returned  to  the  library  before  class,  we  tried  to  sprint  the 
grade  from  E.  Fourth  St.  in  two  minutes  flat.  Now  we 
know  why  so  many  Lehigh  men  live  on-campus  frater- 
nities. Rolling  down  hill  must  be  a lot  more  simple. 

I 11  never  again  discuss  it.  At  least  not  with  an  engi- 
neer. When  from  the  store  of  my  knowledge  I drew  upon 
my  high  school  course  in  plane  geometry  to  mention  the 
casual,  conversational  fact  that  the  angle  of  this  hill  must 
be  at  least  45  degrees  with  the  horizontal  (all  the  while 
feeling  proud  of  my  ability  to  converse  with  an  engineer 
in  his  own  language)  I received  a condescending  and 
pitying  look  along  with  the  information  that  if  such  were 
the  case  l Avould  probably  be  outfitted  in  Alpine  boots, 
staff,  and  rope  around  my  middle  in  order  to  scale  the 
peak.  1 also  received,  free  for  nothing,  and  without 
asking,  a detailed  lecture  involving  the  principles  and 
uses  of  altimeters,  transits  and  levels  I gee.  they  do  talk 
English!  I and  theodolites  lor  do  they?  I.  Civil  engineers 
are  such  interesting  people! 

Lehigh  men,  contrary  perhaps  to  their  own  opinion, 
did  not  seem  to  us  Lehigh  women  pro  tem  to  be  in  a class 
by  themselves.  They  aren’t  drastically  different  from  the 
men  in  the  co-educational  classes  we’ve  had.  (Admittedly 
we’ve  not  studied  other  men's  colleges  from  the  classroom 
angle  too  closely.  I There  were  some  fellows  who  seemed 
to  get  a large  charge  from  the  presence  of  girls  in  the 
classroom,  and  felt  we  were  there  purely  for  ornament 
or  amusement  and  there  were  others  who  quite  frankly 
resented  our  presence. 

(Continued  on  page  twenty-four) 
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But  most  of  the  fellows  seemed  to 
take  us  quite  for  granted,  for  which 
we  thank  you  wholeheartedly,  sirs. 
Maybe  one  reason  for  your  apparent 
indifference  was  that  so  many  of  you 
are  married.  Incidentally,  this  sum- 
mer I had  my  first  experience  in  be- 
ing cut  out  of  the  limelight  by  a slick 
chick  who  could  hardly  talk.  When 
one  of  my  illustrious  colleagues  in 
our  gay  and  informal  journalism 
course  brought  his  three  year  old 
daughter  to  class  for  lack  of  a baby 
sitter,  I took  a back  seat  but  definite- 
ly. I might  say,  except  that  many 
others  have  said  it  better  in  the  past 
few  months,  ‘'How  college  campuses 
have  changed!’ 

And  incidentally,  with  this  influx 
of  married  students  to  the  campus, 
don't  you  think  it  would  be  nice  to 
wear  the  ball  and  chain  for  at  least 
an  unhidden  plain  gold  circle)  to 
class  in  the  summer  time  when  there 
are  ladies  present?  One  feels  rather 
embarrassed  on  meeting  in  Joe’s  the 
classmate  whose  gay  come-one  smiles 
one  has  been  describing  to  one’s  girl 
friend,  to  be  introduced  to  said  class- 
mate’s date,  the  Missis. 

Standards  of  social  etiquette  during 
the  summer  session  we  found  slightlv 
lower  than  on  housepartv  weekends. 
But  our  mamas  done  tole  us  about 
that  many  times.  We  learned  long  ago 
that  men  are  not  always  what  they 
seem.  And  at  times  we  re  real  glad. 


Some  doors  we  had  opened  for  us. 
ves — except  the  ones  that  stick,  like 
303  Christmas-Saucon.  One  poor  lit- 
tle brown-haired  co-ed  seemed  to  ar- 
rive panting  outside  the  door  each 
morning  just  as  the  last  bell  was  ring- 
ing, only  to  be  forced  to  pull  and  tug 
at  said  door  for  half  the  class  period 
before  some  noble  Lehigh  swain 
would  admit  her.  At  which  point  of 
course  she  could  do  nothing  but  col- 
lapse in  her  chair.  What  we  go 
through  for  enlightenment. 

But  seriously,  fellows,  it  was  a 
pretty  good  summer.  We  have  a 
greatly  heightened  ( in  more  ways 
than  one)  opinion  of  Lehigh  after 
having  seen  something  more  than  the 
social  side  of  South  mountain.  And 
we  re  kind  of  proud  to  have  shared 
for  a few  weeks  in  the  glories  of  the 
brown  and  white,  the  ivy-drest  walls, 
the  missing  spire  on  the  library’s 
towers,  and  the  mis-spaced  steps. 
We  ll  enjoy  future  trips  to  on-campus 
happenings,  whether  by  limousine  or 
jalopy,  a great  deal  more  since  weve 
made  the  grade  the  hard  way. 

We  announce  that  Rufus  Finn, 
Blotter  to  the  Editor,  has  been 
dropped  from  the  staff.  Firm 
uas  overheard  saying  that  the 
magazine  could  possibly  be  im- 
proved “Yum”  Brounose  has 
been  selected  to  take  his  place. 
Good  luck,  “Yum.” 




Each  Prisoner  Costs  Leliigli 
$1,062.54  Yearly 

Headline  in  the  Globe-Times 

We  thought  for  a minute  the  Alma 
Mater  was  really  doing  something  for 
us.  Then  we  read  on  and  found  that 
the  story  Mas  about  the  Lehigh  Coun- 
ty Jail. 
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Everybody  wants  to  beat  the  system.  Maybe  you  wanted  to  beat  the 
system.  Jack?  But  you  weren't  quite  the  wise  apple.  Well,  Gunther  beat 
the  system.  Now  there  was  a smart  operator  — a little  screwy,  maybe, 
but  smart. 

A gay  bit  of  froth  with  an  engineering  flavor.  . . . 

The  Gluke 

by  James  A.  McNamara 


Captain  Dwinch  surveyed  the  scene 
before  him  with  supreme  satisfaction. 
This  ship  was  his  first  command  and 
as  he  stood  on  the  bridge — his  own 
bridge — his  emotions  were  not  unlike 
those  of  a newly-crowned  king.  Down 
on  the  deck  below,  his  subjects, 
swarms  of  sailors,  were  scurrying 
about  loading  supplies,  laying  fresh 
paint,  and  making  all  the  other  prep- 
arations necessary  to  ready  a ship  for 
a long  cruise.  The  spectacle  would 
gladden  the  heart  of  any  skipper. 

Suddenly  the  Captain’s  practiced 
eye  fell  upon  one  defect  in  an  oth- 
erwise perfect  picture.  There,  in  one 
of  the  small-boats,  lay  a sleeping 
sailor,  apparently  unmindful  of  the 
activity  around  him. 

To  Captain  Dwinch  a misdemeanor 
of  this  sort  was  inexcusable.  There  is 
a time  and  a place  for  everything 
and  this  was  obviously  neither  the 
time  nor  place  for  sunbathing.  A mes- 
senger was  hastily  dispatched  to  sum- 
mon the  errant  “swabbie.” 

Within  a matter  of  minutes  Gunther 
Padoo,  the  offender,  was  standing  at 
rigid  attention  on  the  bridge,  receiv- 
ing a sound  berating  from  his  “old 
man.”  At  last  the  irate  Captain  gave 
the  boy  a chance  to  explain. 

“Do  you  have  anything  to  say  for 
yourself?”  he  asked. 

“I’m  a specialist,  sir,”  was  the  un- 
ruffled reply. 

“And  what  kind  of  specialist  would 
be  privileged  to  sleep  while  everyone 
else  is  working?”  demanded  the  Cap- 
tain. 

“I  am  a glukemaker,”  Gunther  ex- 
plained confidently. 

Now  here  it  must  be  noted  that 


Captain  Dwinch  was  not  a graduate 
of  the  Academy.  He  had  risen  from 
the  ranks  and  was  not,  by  nature,  a 
scientific  man.  Most  of  the  latest  de- 
velopments in  naval  warfare  were 
unknown  to  him,  for  he  had  not  time 
to  read  the  numerous  technical  man- 
uals issued  by  the  War  Department. 
He  vaguely  supposed  that  a gluke  had 
something  to  do  with  radar.  However, 
rather  than  betray  his  ignorance,  he 
dismissed  the  glukemaker,  who  imme- 
diately returned  to  the  boat  and  re- 
sumed his  nap. 

The  Captain  was  considerably  dis- 
turbed by  this  incident,  and  that 
night  he  spent  several  hours  poring 
through  every  book  and  magazine 
which  might  possibly  yield  the  key 
to  this  puzzle.  All  to  no  avail. 

The  following  day  found  Gunther, 
the  glukemaker,  again  dozing  comfor- 
tably in  the  sun  while  all  his  ship- 
mates were  hard  at  work.  To  know 
that  his  machine  was  not  running  at 
a hundred  per  cent  efficiency  was  a 
bitter  pill  for  the  Captain  to  swallow, 
and  he  resolved  that  something  be 
done  to  remedy  the  situation  post 
haste.  All  efforts  to  solve  the  prob- 
lem by  research  had  been  in  vain.  It 
was  evident  that  only  one  avenue  was 
left  open. 

Thus,  our  hero  was  again  sent  for 
by  the  Captain.  This  time  the  inter- 
view took  place  in  the  Skipper’s  pri- 
vate cabin  and  the  atmosphere  had 
become  almost  congenial. 

“To  get  right  to  the  point,  Padoo, 
began  the  Captain,  “I  need  a gluke 
and  I want  you  to  make  it  for  me. 
Then  he  paused  to  see  what  effect  this 
order  would  have  on  the  sailor  stand- 


ing before  him.  Gunther’s  expression 
remained  inscrutable  as  always. 

The  Captain  continued.  “You  are 
to  make  out  a list  of  materials  you 
will  need  and  I’ll  see  that  everything 
is  taken  care  of.” 

At  this  point  Gunther  interrupted. 
“Sir,”  he  said.  “The  first  thing  you 
must  do  is  assign  me  some  section  of 
the  ship  where  I may  work  in  abso- 
lute secrecy. 

T his  the  Captain  agreed  to  do.  It 
would  be  a small  enough  price  to  pay 
for  such  a wonderful  object  as  this 
gluke  must  be. 

The  list  submitted  by  the  gluke- 
maker served  only  to  lend  a greater 
air  of  mystery  to  the  project.  Cer- 
tainly no  clue  could  be  obtained  from 
such  motley  articles  as  200  pounds  of 
sheet  metal,  50  feet  of  anchor  chain, 
several  electric  motors  and  old  vac- 
uum cleaners,  5 cuspidors,  90  fun- 
nels, 18  doorknobs,  hundreds  of  feet 
of  lead  pipe,  and  a multitude  of  nuts, 
bolts,  wheels,  and  gears.  It  was,  on 
the  whole,  a highly  implorable  as- 
sortment. 

Nevertheless,  a 24  hour  guard  was 
set  up  around  the  fantail  and  Gunther 
set  to  work  with  a vengeance.  Each 
morning  he  disappeared  behind  some 
screens,  not  to  be  seen  again  until 
sundown. 

This  industry  impressed  the  Cap- 
tain no  end,  but  after  a number  of 
weeks  his  patience  began  to  wear  very 
thin.  So  it  was  with  a great  deal  of 
rejoicing  that  he  received  the  news 
that  the  long  awaited  day  was  at 
hand. 

(Continued  on  page  twenty-seven) 
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Let's  Take  the  E.I.W.  . . . Then  to  the  Nationals 


Are  you 


You  are,  if  you  get  tongue-tied  when  you  meet  a 
cute  cookie!  Or  worse  yet,  if  you  stoop  to  "weather 
talk!”  Get  on  the  beam  right,  fellow!  Start  off  from 
third  base!  Offer  that  choice  bit  of  calico  a yummy 
Life  Saver.  She’ll  be  keen  on  them  (and  you). 


■$£  “On  the  beam”  backwards 


P.  S.  Just  in  case  this  friendship 
ripens — Life  Savers  keep  your  ( and 
her)  breath  kissably  fresh! 


Believe  it  or  not, 
this  was  the  win- 
ning joke  turned  in 
for  this  month's 
Joke  - of  -the- Month 
contest.  . . . 

She  raised  her 
dark  eves  to  meet 
his.  Her  white 
arms  carressingly 
encircled  his  neck, 
and  her  red  lips 
sought  his.  H i s 
pulse  throbbed  as 
she  whispered  "Je 
f adore.”  He  re- 
flected a moment 
and  then  replied, 
“Ah.  go  shut  it 
\ ourself ! 

The  Life  Saver 
company,  t hose 
generous  suckers, 
are  sending  a free 
box  of  their  pro- 
duct t o August 
Wiegand.  220  War- 
ren Square  . Same 
deal  for  next 
month’s  lucky 
winner. 
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The  Gluke  . . . 

(Continued  from  page  twenty-five) 

The  next  morning  all  hands  fell  out 
in  dress  blues  and  were  lined  up  in 
formation  on  the  fantail.  When  every- 
thing was  ready,  the  Captain,  his  eyes 
glowing  with  anticipation,  instructed 
Gunther  to  produce  his  masterpiece. 

With  the  help  of  a working  party 
assigned  for  the  occasion,  Gunther 
managed  to  wheel  into  the  center  of 
the  curious  group  a huge,  shapeless 
mass  covered  with  a tarpaulin.  This 
was  removed  to  reveal  a grotesque 
monstrosity,  the  like  of  which  had 
never  been  seen  by  anyone  present. 
It  was  a many-sided  affair,  perfor- 
ated with  portholes,  and  sticking  out 
from  it  at  crazy  angles  were  dozens 
of  funnels,  knobs,  gears,  and  dials  of 
every  description.  Surrounding  the 
main  body  was  a maze  of  lead  pipe 
and  rubber  hose.  In  short,  it  looked 
like  the  work  of  a village  idiot. 

Finally,  after  a stunned  silence, 
Captain  Dwinch  regained  his  compo- 
sure enough  to  sputter,  “But  what 
does  it  do?  Make  it  work!” 

With  this,  Gunther  gave  a signal  to 
his  crew.  Throwing  a snappy  salute 
to  the  skipper,  he  addressed  his  men 
crisply.  “Okay,  men  . . . This  is  it!” 
The  great  hulk  creaked,  lurched,  and 
lumbered  slowly  toward  the  rail. 

“Look  out,”  yelled  Captain 
Dwinch.  “It’s  going  over  the  — ” 

His  words  were  cut  short  by  an  im- 
mense splash  as  The  Thing  was 
pushed  over  the  side.  And,  as  it  sank 
slowly  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea,  it 
gave  out  a series  of  belches  that 
echoed  all  over  the  ship.  “Gluke! 
Gluke!  Gluke!” 


This  is  a filler  item.  All  magazines 
use  filler  when  a little  hole  shows  up 
in  the  layout.  Then  somebody  throws 
in  a filler  item — but  usually  they 
aren’t  so  frank  about  it.  This  one  is 
just  words  and  words  and  words  and 
words.  Anything  to  fill  up  space. 

You’re  probably  a sucker  to  be 
reading  it. 
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Purely  Coincidental  . . . 

(Continued  from  page  eleven) 

erything  but  I found  myself  mis- 
taken as  a figure  dressed  in  a kelly 
green  cape,  green  socks,  green  trunks, 
and  carrying  a shillelagh  climbed 
through  the  ropes  into  the  ring.  His 
opponent  looked  as  if  he  had  been 
lifting  weights  since  he  was  six 
months  old.  The  Irishman  was  named 
Pat  Walsh  and  his  musclebound  op- 
ponent was  called  Marvin  Mercer. 
Irish  growled,  scowled,  and  stalked 
Mercer  around  the  ring.  Then  he 
started  giving  Mercer  the  works.  He 
used  every  dirty  tactic  in  the  book 
and  then  some.  The  crowd  booed  and 
screamed  at  the  referee  to  watch  the 
Irishman.  Mercer  was  taking  a beat- 
ing, and  he  took  it  for  29  minutes 
while  the  crowd  booed  and  gave  the 
Irishman  a verbal  shellacking.  Then 
as  the  crowd  went  wild  Mercer  shook 
off  the  “pain”  and  started  bouncing 
around  the  ring.  He  rushed  toward  his 
tormentor,  left  the  canvas  and  boot- 
ed the  Irishman  squarely  under  the 
chin  with  both  his  feet.  Women  were 

screaming  “kill  the  dirty  b ” 

and  pandemonium  broke  loose  as 
Mercer  won. 

I’d  had  enough  of  this,  and  was 
glad  to  get  out  of  the  place.  I looked 
at  Wally;  Wally  looked  at  me  and 
we  both  started  to  laugh.  For  that’s 
what  professional  wrestling  is  — a 
laughing  matter,  and  any  resem- 
blance between  what  went  on  that 
night  and  what  goes  on  in  Grace  Hall 
when  Billy  Sheridan’s  pupils  man- 
handle Lehigh's  opponents  is  purely 
coincidental — purely,  bud,  purely. 


When  a blank  shows  up  a magazine, 
A blank,  white,  vacant  place, 

The  staff  poet  takes  to  his  typing 
machine, 

An  inspired  look  on  his  face, 

Then  in  a minute  an  ode  is  seen — 
Which  nicely  fills  the  space. 
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AFTER  THE  MEET  .... 

Come  to  Howard  Johnson's 


-Howard Jo4<n$on'$ 

RESTAUR  AIIT 


Open  II  A.M.  to  12  Midnight  ...  I A.M.  Friday  to  Saturday 
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JACK  DOUGLAS,  Manager 
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High  Quality 
GREETING  CARDS 

Including 

HALLMARK 

ABCO  PRINTERY 

127  West  Fourth  Street 
Bethlehem,  Pennsylvania 


Moyers 

Mobile  Service 

MOBILGAS  - MOBILOIL 
MOBI  LUBRICATION 

Tires  . . . Batteries 
Accessories 

Car  Washing  - Car  Polishing 

Third  and  Brodhead 
Phone  6-9425 


Highway  Auto 
Body  Shop 

RADIATOR  REPAIRING 
CLEANING  and  REBUILDING 

Auto  Painting 
Wrecks  Rebuilt 
Fender  Repairs 

! 3th  Ave.  and  Union  Blvd. 
Phone  6-8437 

ALL  WORK  GUARANTEED 


Subscribe  NOW. . . 
only  $1.50  per  year  ^ city 


ADDRESS. 


.COLLEGE. 


-STATE. 


...  for  every  man  on  the  campus!  PIC  rounds 
out  your  liberal  education  with  information  on 
careers  . . . sports  . . . apparel  . . . fiction.  PIC 
brings  you  extra  credits  in  entertainment  with  the 
latest  reviews  in  music  . . . records  . . . stage  . . . 
screen.  Add  PIC  to  your  regular  curriculum  . . . 
it's  your  best  magazine  buy. 


Enclosed  find  EJ  check  □ money  order  for  $1.50  for 
the  one  yeor  special  college  subscription. 

NAME  


Forget  the  principle  of  the  thing — this  is 
money!  That's  right — legal  tender  ...  in 
folding  quantities  ...  as  high  as  fifteen 
bucks — that’s  what  Pepsi-Cola  Company 
pays  for  gags  and  such-like  you  send  in 
and  we  print.  Procedure?  Simple — send 
your  stuff,  marked  with  your  name,  ad- 
dress, school  and  class,  to  Easy  Money 
Dept.,  Pepsi-Cola  Co.,  Box  A,  Long  Island 
City,  N.  \ . All  contributions  become  the 


property  of  Pepsi-Cola  Co.  We  pay  onlyr 
for  those  we  print. 

^ ill  getting  "Pepsi-Cola”  into  your  gag 
hurt  its  chances?  Don’t  be  naive,  chums. 

e like  it.  So.  if  you  should  wind  up  with 
a rejection  slip  clutched  in  your  hot  little 
fist,  that  won’t  be  the  reason.  Well,  don't 
just  sit  there!  Pick  up  that  pencil — get 
our  stuff  started  now.  There’s  Easy 
loney  waiting! 


LITTLE  MORON  CORNER 

Here’s  the  gag  that  won  a M.  M.  (Mas- 
ter Moron)  degree — and  a fast  two  bucks 
— for  Ben  Ornoff,  of  liniv.  of  North 
Carolina , in  the  November  contest: 

Our  minor-league  moron,  Mortimer, 
caused  considerable  furore  in  local  cir- 
cles by  entering  one  of  our  better  bis- 
tros and  calling  for  a Pepsi-Cola.  ^ hen 
served,  he  proceeded  to  glug  it  down 
with  not  one,  but  six,  straws.  Ques- 
tioned as  to  his  motives,  Mortimer  care- 
fully removed  all  six  straws  from  his 
mouth  and  replied  with  considerable 
hauteur:  "So  I can  drink  six  times  as 
much  Pepsi,  natch!” 


Earle  S.  Schlegel  of  Lehigh  Univ. 
also  came  up  with  two  bucks  for  his 
moron  gag.  Why  don't  you  get  on 
the  gravy  train?  Two  bucks  each  for 
every  moron  joke  we  buy. 


i Mi  ■■  mt  mm  mm 

DAFFY  DEFINITIONS 


Put  one  and  one  together — and  you  get 
a He-She  gag.  Three  bucks  each  to  Duane 
0.  McDowell  of  So.  Dakota  State  College; 
Albert  M.  Dredge  of  Duquesne  Univ.: 
Emmett  Carmody  of  Manhattan  College; 
and  Alfred  Shapiro  of  New  ) ork  Univ.,  re- 
spectively, for  these  specimens: 

She:  And  what  position  do  you  play  on  the 
football  team? 


W e’re  not  just  sure  who’s  daffy — but 
we  sent  one  frog  apiece  to  Don  Mc- 
Cauley, Baylor  Univ.;  Edward  Whit- 
taker, Boston  Univ.;  Joy  Duvall,  Univ. 
of  Chicago;  Charles  R.  Meissner,  Jr., 
Lehigh  Lniv.;  and  James  O.  Snider, 
Baylor  L niv.,  for  these  gems: 

Lipstick — something  which  adds  color 
and  flavor  to  the  old  pastime. 


Controversy — one  Pepsi — two  people. 
Worm — a caterpillar  with  a shave. 
Rival — the  guy  who  gives  your  girl  a 
Pepsi. 

Steam  — water  gone  crazy  over  the  heat. 
* * * 

So  we’re  subsidising  lunacy.  Okay 
— but  it's  still  a buck  apiece  for  any 
of  these  we  buy. 


He:  Oh,  sort  of  crouched  and  bent  over. 
* * * 

She:  Why  don’t  you  park  the  car  by  this 
sign? 

He:  You’re  not  allowed  to  park  here. 

She:  Don’t  be  silly.  The  sign  says  "Fine 
for  Parking”! 

# * * 

He:  Your  eyes  sparkle  like  Pepsi-Cola. 

She:  Tell  me  more.  I drink  it  up. 

# # # 

She  Scot:  Sandy,  tis  a sad  loss  you’ve  had 
in  the  death  of  your  wife. 

He  Scot:  Aye,  ’tis  that.  ’Twas  just  a week 
ago  the  doctor  told  her  to  dilute 
her  medicine  in  Pepsi-Cola,  and 
she  hadna’  time  to  take  but  half 
the  bottle. 

* * * 

Current  quotation  on  these  is  S3  each 

for  any  tee  buy.  Sure,  but  everything's 

over-priced  these  days. 


EXTRA  ADDED 
ATTRACTION 

At  the  end  of  the  year,  we’re 
going  to  review  all  the  stuff  we’ve 
bought,  and  the  item  we  think  was 
best  of  all  is  going  to  get  an  extra 

$100.00 


ii 99 


Ever  play  "pin  the  tail  on  the  donkey?”  Well,  this  is  pretty  much  the  same 
idea — and  never  mind  the  obvious  cracks.  $5  each  for  the  best  captions.  Or 
send  in  your  own  idea  for  a cartoon.  $10  for  just  the  idea  . . . $15  if  you  draw 
it  ...  if  we  buy  it. 

Here's  how  we  split  the  take  for  cartoon  drawings,  ideas  and  captions  in  the 
November  contest:  $15  each  to  Jay  Gluck  of  Berkeley,  Calif,  and  Herbert  John 
Brammeier,  Jr.  of  St.  Louis  Univ.;  $10  to  H.  Dick  Clarke  of  Univ.  of  Oklahoma; 
and  $5  each  to  Virgil  Daniel  of  George  Washington  Univ.,  Frances  Charlton  of 
W illiam  and  Mary  College,  and  Sidney  B.  Flynn  of  St.  Louis  Univ. 


UGGETT  i MVE9S  TOBACCO  CO. 


BECAUSE  ALWAYS  MILDER 
® BETTER  TASTING 
fgf  COOLER  SMOKING 


Copyright  19-18,  Liggett  6c  Myeks  Tobacco  Co. 


Ail  these  stars  appear 

IN  DAVID  O.  SELZNICK'S  PRODUCTION 


DIRECTED  BY  ALFRED  HITCHCOCK 
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